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“A subscription to Harprr’'s Yorsa Prorir secures a juvenile 
library. "—Boston Advertiser. 


HARPER’S YOUNG PEOPLE, 
As Iuuvstraten Werrkty ror Boys anp GIRLs. 


The number for December 18th is rich in seasonable reading 
and. iliustrations. The principal story 18 called “ A Christmas 
Tree that Talked,’ dy Urzexian Burterwortu. There ts also a 
short story from Chinese folk-lore, with an illustration by a native 
artist, ay : 

The first of a series of “ Glimpses of Child Life from Dickens,” 
dy Marcaret E. Sanaster, is * The Child of the Marsha!sea,” from 
* Little Dorrit.’ The sketch is done in a masterly Sashion that 
cannot fail to win many young readers to a closer knowledge of that 
gentle little he rome, ; 


The principal illustration ts 
‘“A CHRISTMAS VIGIL,” 
DRAWN AND ENGRAVED BY FRANK FRENCH 
This ina specimen of the highest de velopment of American wood- 


engraving, and the subject is a captivating one. The picture is ac- 
companied by a poein by Dora Reap Goopa ce. 
Tlarprer’s YounG Prope, $200 per Year. 
A specimen copy sent on application. 
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SILENCE AT INDIANAPOLIS. 


HERE is plenty of gossip about the cabinet and 

the purposes of the new President, but nothing 
whatever is known. There are many visitors to In- 
dianapolis, and many rumors of invitations and in- 
tentions, but everybody knows that they are rumors 
only. The ingenious correspondents try to give an 
air of authority to their guesses and inventions, but 
nobody is deceived. Everybody knows that nobody 
knows anything except that General HARRISON has 
a gift of silence that NAPOLEON might haveenvied. He 
writes an occasional note. It is urbane and brief. 
3ut whether BLAINE or SHERMAN, or neither, will be 
Secretary of State, whether the Treasury lies between 
Mr. MILLER and Mr. PLATT, whether there will be a 
Southern policy or a Canadian policy, whether the 
civil service will be swept clean or but moderately 
changed, whether the home market men will carry a 
recommendation for a prohibitive tariff, or Western 
Republicanism a proposition of a wise free list—upon 
all such points, although there is abundant and 
detailed assertion, there is no knowledge whatever. 
This faculty of reticence is of good augury. The 
pressure of the press and of the politicians upon a 
public man in great place is so resolute and inces- 
sant and ingenious, the tone of party cabals and 
‘leaders’ is so absolute, the cultivated deference of 
the American statesman to determined ‘‘ cheek” is so 
familiar, that good-natured ability to keep his own 
counsel is proof of a vigor and good sense on the 
part of a President-elect upon which the country may 
well congratulate itself. 

The weeks since the election, however, during 
which speculation has been so rife and General Har- 
RISON'S silence so persistent, have. revealed a distinct 
division of sentiment in the Republican party.  Al- 
though, as we said last week, Mr. BLAINE is the con- 
spicuous and acknowledged party chief, there is ev- 
idently a very deep and strong opposition to the 
BLAINE ascendency. The fact cannot be denied that 
it was Mr. BLAINE’sS nomination which defeated the 
party in 1884. That fact, with all its corollaries and 
implications, is profoundly suggestive. The vital 
question which it suggests is whether, under those 
circumstances, an administration dominated by Mr. 
BLAINE would promote Republican prosperity. Could 
lie be included within an administration without try- 
ing to dominate it? Is the World's picture of the 
elephant and the cabin only a joke? These ques- 
tions are pertinent, even if Mr. BLAINE represents the 
present Republican spirit and tendency. He may be 
the favorite of four-fifths of the party, but,the other 
fifth is essential to party success. Might not the 
same reason which made the nomination of General 
HARRISON instead of Mr. BLAINE wiser for the party 
make the choice of some Republican other than Mr. 
BLAINE better for the administration ? 

The Boston Herald thinks that Mr. SHERMAN in 
the State Department and Mr. ALLISON in the Trea- 
sury would be a very strong foundation for a cabinet. 
But at a time when speeulation, and not knowledge, 
is all that we can enjoy, might it not be asked with 
some reason whether Mr. SHERMAN does not represent 
too positively the anti-BLAINE sentiment to make him 
a politic choice? General HaRRISON’s desire must 
be to heal, not to aggravate, any existing division, 
and the course in such a situation is always to take 
an innocuous third person, whom both sides may re- 
gard with indifference, but neither of them with the 
hostility which they feel for each other. This hostil- 
ity would be enhanced upon the BLAINE side if, after 
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the announcement to which we alluded last week, — 


that Mr. BLAINE would accept the chief place if ask- 
ed, it should be offered to Mr. SHERMAN. The divi- 
sion of which we speak is in itself a good sign. It 
shows the presence of a sentiment in the party which 
is truly conservative. and which will oppose Jingo- 
ism in the new administration. Mr. SHERMAN, hav- 
ing apparently abandoned the desire for a Presiden- 
tial nomination, has shown a more comprehensive 
and truly American, because a broad and honorable, 
spirit in his view of our foreign relations, which, with 
his other qualities, would invest his administration of 
the State Department with general confidence. There 
is always, of course, CHARLES LAMB’s story of the 
silent passenger in the stage-coach to moderate our 
anticipations, but there will be certainly great interest 
in watching the course of the President-elect when he 
breaks his silence. 


THE PANAMA CANAT, 


It has always been evident that the vital interest 
of this country in a canal across the Isthmus of Pan- 
ama would create the necessity of a distinct under- 
standing with the government of France, if that gov- 
ernment should in any way adopt the scheme as its 
own. That the French government would not adopt 
it was the express assurance of M. OUTREY, the French 
Minister in Washington, when the scheme was broach- 
ed in 1880. ‘His words, in writing to the Secretary of 
State, were these: ‘*The French government, as I 
have already had the honor to assure you, is in no 
way concerned in that enterprise, and in no wise pro- 
poses to interfere therein, or to give it any support, 
either direct or indirect.” This assurance was un- 
mistakable. The work upon the canal, meanwhile, 
has proceeded at enormous cost. The outlay already 
exceeds $400,000,000. And it is impossible to ascer- 
tain the exact situation, as M. LESSEPs'’s airy rhetoric, 
however dazzling, is exceedingly indefinite. Hislatest 
effort to obtain further subscriptions, although favor- 
ed by thé public authorities, has failed, until now the 
necessary funds are alone procurable from the Crédit 
Fencier, and the condition of a loan in that quarter 
is an explicit guarantee from the government with 
the assent of the Chamber. 

This plan would at once convert the canal into a 
state enterprise, and the guarantee of M. OUTREY to 
our government being disregarded, the question 
would at once challenge the attention of Congress. 
In this dilemma M. LEssEPs has his own scheme of 
adjustment. He proposes to make the enterprise 
international, and to invite the great powers to con- 
tribute in proportion to their tonnage. At present 
the rumor of a guarantee from the French govern- 
ment is discredited in Paris, as the interest and prob- 
able action of our government in such an event are 
plainly foreseen. Yet the pressure upon the French 
authorities to avert the deplorable consequences of 


-a failure of the enterprise will be very great. The 


shares are held by private persons throughout the 
country, and the loss and suffering arising from a 
catastrophe would be wide-spread. The vitality of 
our interest in a Panama canal is due to the fact 
that it would be practically a correction of our coast 
line. It would be the direct channel of water com- 
munication between different parts of the Union, and 
the possible consequences of its foreign control and 
hostile obstruction are such as we could not tolerate. 
Nothing but the absolute assurance that it would be 
wholly a private undertaking, together with the gen- 
eral conviction that it was an impracticable work, 
would have produced the acquiescence of public sen- 
timent in this country. 

Both the French government and French capital 
will see from the instant awakening of public atten- 
tion here to the suggestion of a government guaran- 
tee of the canal that the importance of the question 
is fully perceived. At the moment when commercial 
union with Canada is strongly urged, and when con- 
servative American statesmen speak favorably and 
hopefully of complete political union between the 
countries, we are not likely to be indifferent to the ac- 
quisition of power upon our southern border by for- 
eign nations. The principle of our continental poli- 
tics announced in President MONROE'S message, and 
known as the MONROE doctrine, is still and will re- 
main the rule of our public action. That public 
attention has been languid in regard to the canal is 
largely due to the reason already mentioned—general 
incredulity as to the suecess of the work. It is 
designed to follow the course of the Chagres Valley. 
Bat the Chagres River rises in a few hours to a height 


of forty or fifty feet, and there could be no effectual 


barrier against such a flood, while on the summit 
level there is great doubt whether there could be a 
permanent adequate supply of water. It is possible 
that the failure of the Panama enterprise would re- 
new active interest in the Nicaragua route, which is 
unquestionably practicable, and which would greatly 
facilitate commercial intercourse between the two 
great oceans. In any case the connection of the 
oceans by some route has now gone too far to be 
abandoned, and the control of such a route is a ques- 
tion upon which there is coming to be a very definite 
opinion in the United States. 
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WOMEN AT THE POLLS. 


THE late municipal election in Boston was ex- 
tremely signiticant. The vote was the largest ever 
cast at such an election. The registry was 73,000, 
and the actual poll 67,000. This is an extraordinary 
proportion at any election, and it shows the deepest 
interest and resolution, which the drenching storm 
did not dampen in the least degree. The present 
Mayor, who has served for four or five terms, was 
defeated. Politically he is an Irish Democrat, and 
he was defeated by an American Republican. We 
use these names because they were forces in the con- 
test. The central interest of the day was in the elec- 
tion of the School Board, and that arose from the 
action of the late Board in regard to SwINToN’s his- 
tory and its allusion to papal indulgences, and from 
the large number of women who voted, and who 
were nearly a third of the whole number of voters. 
Mayor O'BRIEN was regarded with great favor dur- 
ing the early part of his official service, but latterly 
he seems to have Jost the confidence of many of the 
most intelligent and independent citizens. A de- 
spatch to the New York Tribune on the morning 
after the election said that ‘‘the Republican army 
had the backing of hundreds of good citizens.” Can 
it be possible that these good citizens who did not 
belong to the Republican army were the detestable 
independents and mugwumps whose support the 
Tribune holds to be fatal to any candidate? ~ 

All accounts agree that the army of women who 
were in the thick of the peaceful fray were not in- 
sulted, and in no manner or degree lost the modest 
dignity of their sex. Many of them had probably 
been exposed to the hustling and discomfort of much 
more unmannerly throngs at theatres and churches. 
They were treated everywhere at the polls with re- 
spect, because they deserved it, and one of the results 
of the day was the demonstration that much which 
is forecast as the probable result of political innova- 
tions never. comes to pass. The apprehensions of 
Wise men in the Constitutional Convention of 1787 
have been singularly put to shame by the actual re- 


sults in the operation of the Constitution, while the 


one part which they held to be especially satisfactory 
and unobjectionable brought the country to the verge 
of civil war within a dozen years afterward. What- 
ever the ill consequences of the voting of women at 
school elections may prove to be, they will pretty cer- 
tainly not be what those who are pathetically con- 
cerned for ‘the sphere of woman” most ruefully an- 
ticipate. 

The contest over the School Board ended in a vie- 
tory for the Protestant as against the Roman Catho- 
lic sentiment. These are words that every right- 
minded American will regret to see in connection 
with an election. “But the responsibility of their ap- 
pearance lies with those who compel their use. The 
hostility of the Roman Church to the American 
school system is-frankly acknowledged and defend- 
ed upon what are alleged to be perfectly reasonable 
grounds. But, as the clergy of that Church would 
doubtless agree, the fact of the hostility naturally 
arouses the keenest feeling whenever interference 
with the schools proceeds from the influence of their 
opponents. Undoubtedly no injurious comment 
upon any Churel should be allowed in text-books 
used in the public schools. But any protest from a 
Church which is inimical to the whole public-school 
system is naturally regarded with alarm as really an 
attack upon the schools themselves. This is shown 
by the peculiar interest and excitement in the Boston 
election. - Probably the merits of the controversy 
over SWINTON’S history were known in detail to very 
few of the voters. What aroused them was the fact 
that an interest in the School Board known to be un- 
friendly to the schools had withdrawn a text-book 
because of an alleged insult to a hostile Chureh. If 
the Presbyterian or Methodist or Baptist Churches 
should take the same position toward the public 
schools which is held by the Roman Church, it would 
be regarded with the same jealous suspicion, and its 
active interference through a School Board would be 
as promptly resented. 





AN EDUCATIONAL QUALIFICATION AND 
WHITE SUPREMACY, 

THE result of the election has obviously again di- 
rected public attention in the Southern States to the 
question of the suffrage. The feeling which Mr. 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER describes in his delight- 
ful On Horseback in Virginia, North Carolina, and 
Tennessee, and which is known through myriads of 
private channels, and in public speeches like that 
of Mr.GRrapy in Texas, and generally in the press 
of the Southern States, is undoubtedly the dominant 
sentiment of the intelligent and naturally control- 
ling society in that part of the country. It is not 
unfriendly to the colored race. It favors education 
and industrial opportunities for colored citizens, but 
its fundamental conviction and purpose is white su- 
premacy. To secure this fairly is the problem; that 
is, how to divide the colored vote so that it will aid 
this supremacy, or how to reduce it equitably below a 
threatening point. Devices like the eight-box sys- 
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tem, which labels every box at the polls, and requires 
all votes to be deposited in the right box without hints 
or aid to the voter, and which, of course, practically 
disfranchises the voter who cannot read, are now felt 
to be unworthy methods, and the proposition of an 
educational qualification is openly advocated by some 
of the leading Southern journals, even at the cost of 
some Representatives in Congress. But it does not 
seem to us that this would necessarily follow, because 
it is very questionable whether a qualification appli- 
cable to all voters could be regarded as an abridgment 
of the right in the sense of the Constitution. The 
doubt of the wisdom of an educational qualification 
under the circumstances springs from a different con- 
sideration. 

The larger part of the colored voters and a consid- 
erable number of white voters in the Southern States 
cannot read, and the qualification would disfranchise 
both classes so long as the disability should continue. 
But it would have another result. It would probably 
retard education in those States where education is 
of the most vital importance. If the main abject be 
white supremacy, whatever menaced that supremacy 
would be instantly covered with suspicion. But edu- 
cation, by practically enfranchising the colored voters, 
would increase the chance of colored supremacy in 
such States as South Carolina, Mississippi, and Loui- 
siana. ‘To encourage education, therefore, would be 
to foster that chance, and under such circumstances 

‘an honest and resolute policy of instruction for the 
colored people could not be anticipated. Thus this 
simple and legal solution of the problem, even accom- 
panied by a surrender in some States of a degree of 
representation in Congress, and honestly sought as a 
fair measure of relief, would probably paralyze the 
movement which is essential to the general and peace- 
ful prosperity of that part of the country, which is the 
movement for education. It is alleged, and we be- 
lieve with good reasons, that since the war the mu- 
latto is disappearing and the distinctive color line is 
deepening, while the black, -p6jiglation increases de- 
cidedly faster than the white. Under these circum- 
stances an educational qualification for the suffrage 
in the States where the colored population is in the 
majority would tend not only to disfranchise, but to 
keep in ignorance, the large majority of the people of 
those States. 

An educational qualification is always desirable, 
but always upon the condition that there is not only 
ample provision of free instruction, if not compulsory 
laws, but also that general perception of the value 
of education which will keep the schools full. Now 
in a community where the two races live together, 
but at great disadvantage to the colored race because 
of its previous enslavement, because its color is a per- 
petual ban, and because the white race proposes to 
mainf&in supremacy at any cost, it is evident that the 
white race, which is undoubtedly in the actual situa- 
tion the master race, would not favor any change in 
the conditions which menaced its supremacy. The 
real solution of the problem lies, of course, in the 
simple and natural relation among all citizens in 
the Southern States which prevails in general in the 
Northern States. But the method of reaching the 
solution—that is, how to produce that relation—is not 
clear. If what we have said be correct, it would not 


be produced by an educational qualification for the. 


suffrage. That would be justly regarded as a measure 
intentionally inimical to the colored race, and thai 
belief would of itself deepen the sense of unfriendli- 
ness. One of the surest methods of dispelling that 
feeling would be a careful abstention from any policy 
plainly hostile to equality of political or civil rights. 
Social relations, as everywhere, must regulate them- 
selves. The problem is one of very great importance, 
in which all good American citizens in all the States 
are interested, and its great difficulties, especially to 
those who are immediately and locally concerned, are 
fully appreciated. We shall watch with great care 
and the most friendly disposition the manner in which 
the advocates of white supremacy at all costs, who 
are also advocates of an educational qualification for, 
the franchise, dispose of the argument that the one 
must necessarily conflict with the other. 





A NOTABLE UTTERANCE, 


THE Union League Club of this city is known through- 
out the country as a stronghold of “solid,” loyal, and un- 
compromising Republicanism. The club had a meeting 
the other night to celebrate the late glorious victory, and 
to congratulate the party and the people on the choice of a 
Republican Congress and Administration. Some members 
not unskilled in political intrigue proposed to use the gath- 
ering for the purpose of giving the President-elect some 
advice about the composition of his cabinet, and particu- 
larly of impressing on him the various qualifications for 
high public office possessed by Mr. Tuomas C. PLatr. A 
diligent canvass was made in advance of the meeting by 
Mr. Piatr’s friends, whose importunity in securing support 
was pushed beyond the verge of club courtesy. In various 
ways, therefore, the meeting became an event of niore than 
usual moment, and evoked in advance of the assemblage a 
quite unusual amount of excitement. 

If the resolutions actually adopted by some five hundred 
active and earnest Republicans of the Union League Club 
carry with them a decidedly exceptional significance, the 
superserviceable friends of Mr. PLatr may claim the chief 
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credit for it. How little satisfaction these gentlemen could 
derive from the resolutions may be inferred from the follow- 
ing extract from the last one: 


“* Resolved, That we have an abiding faith in the capacity and 
purpose of the President-elect to select his own cabinet, regardless 
of all attempts at dictation or importunity from any quarter, and 
to surround himself with constitutional advisers who shall be men 
of large capacity, of spotless personal character, and of steadfast 
devotion to those principles which have been signalized and vindi- 
cated in his own election, and we earnestly deprecate the studied 
efforts which are being made with undisguised. impertinence to 
force his hand, and to put upon him clamorous applicants for 
places in his cabinet upon the ground of alleged partisan services, 
or pecuniary contributions, or local control.” 

The resolutions were the work of Mr. Jos—epH H. CHOATE, 
and in all the list of his eminent services to the Republican 
cause there is none of which he has greater reason to be 
proud than the making of the declaration above quoted. 
He has struck a chord of public sentiment which will vi- 
brate far beyond the walls of the Union League Club-house, 
if not also beyond the strait confines of his own party. In 
other hands such a resolution might have been regarded as 
mere mugwumpery, or flat disrespect to the much-lauded 
strategists who achieved the late victory. But Mr. CHoatr; 
with several hundred Union League members at his back, 
stands for so much that is “ regular,” if not indispensable, in 
the Republican organization, that his resolution must be 
accepted as a kind of official party utterance for the 
instruction of whom it may concern. It were to be hoped 
that all party utterances had so clear a ring of manliness, 
vigor, and moral conviction. 








PERSONAL LIES ABOUT THE PRESIDENT. 


In his memoir of his friend MoTLey, the historian, Dr. 
HoLMEs, speaking of the McCRACKIN letter which led to 
MOTLEY’s resignation, says: 

“A gentleman who is asked whether he has spoken in a ‘ malig- 
nant’ or ‘offensive’ manner, whether he has ‘railed violently and 


_ shamefully’ against the President of the United States or against 


anybody else, might well wonder who would addre’ 3 such a ques- 
tion to the humblest citizen not supposed to be wanting in a com- 
mon measure of self-respect.” 

The Englishman who always rose from his chair and stood 
respectfully whenever “God save the King” was played in 
his presence was laughed at by his Yankee friends. But 
he showed at least a due regard for the dignity of the high- 
est office im the kingdom. 

The temptation to vile personal gossip in our Presiden- 
tial campaigns is very great, and in that which is just 
passed it prevailed to a shameful degree. Yet the one form 
of it which should have been sternly discountenanced by 
every honorable man and woman was the most common. 
The letter of the President’s wife at the very opening of 
the campaign, when a clergyman told an outrageous lie 
about the President and his wife, should have silenced 
every decent tongue. But it did not avail, and everybody 
was aware that stories too monstrous for publication were 
repeated incessantly during the campaign in private, and 
were still repeated despite the most absolute and conclusive 
denials. 

This was the disgrace of the late campaign, and it shows 
how thankless a burden the greatest official station may be 
made. Nothing is so unscrupulous and mean as party 


. Spirit, which we are frequently assured is the salvation of 


the republic. That was not WASHINGTON’s opinion, how- 
ever, nor is it the judgment of the wisest and most patriotic 
citizens. It is pleasant to know that the most flagrant 
personal tale told by this spirit during the campaign has 
been incontrovertibly shown to be a totally baseless cal- 
umny. Everything else of the kind may be henceforth 
assumed to be a merely malicious invention. 





“OLD SONGS.” 


Mr. ABBEY’s illustrations of Old Songs—a holiday publi- 
cation of the HaRPERS—have been received with universal 
admiration and most intelligent criticism. They are known 
separately by their publication in the MaGaziNEk, but they 
are fitly and permanently collected and enshrined in this 
beautiful volume. No more original and distinctive work 
of art in this kind than the Old Songs has appeared for a 
long time: we might say since ABBEY’s last; work, the 
illustrated: She Stoops to Conquer. 

The wonder of his work lies in its perfect realization to 
the eye of the mental types and figures produced by famil- 
iarity with the old English literature. This mental world 
—the realm of HERRICK and the rustic love songs—is ex- 
quisitely artificial; that is, it attributes to a certain kind 
of maids and men an ideality of sentiment and delicacy of 
refinement which did not really belong to them, but which 
yet blends happily with their buxom actuality. This dis- 
tinctive quality is subtly interpreted by ABBEY. The 
coarseness is charmingly softened in the sketch, precisely 
as it is in reading by the imagination. The reader fan- 
cies that the picture in his mind is wholly his own. He 
despairs of describing it to another. It cannot be bodied 
forth. But ABBEY reveals it to him even more definitely 
and deftly, and steeps the reader’s surprise in delight. 

When we speak of art in America, and find little sign of its 
progress or even existence, we are perbaps thinking of paint- 
ing and sculpture. But in illustrative design and engraving 
such as that of which this volume is a monument there is 
a delightful form of art, which in our general summaries we 
are wont to overlook. This touch of ABBEY’s is a sister art 
to that of HERRICK and GOLDSMITH and the other singers 
of Old Songs. We shall not admit, while such works are 
produced here, that there are no American artists. 





THE RAILWAY MAIL SERVICE.. 


THE President’s order placing the railway mail service 


‘within the scope of the civil service rules is a measure 


which the Reform League has warmly urged. That service 
embraces between five and six thousand persons who are 
engaged in most important duties, and the folly of regard- 
ing it as a political service requiring the dismissal of 
trained, experienced, and efficient men with every change 
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of administration, or to promote the personal schemes of 
local politicians and .members of Congress, is obvious to 
every sensible man. 

Like the hurried inclusions under the rules which were 
made by Republicans after the defeat of 1884, in the hope 
of protecting Republican office-holders, the act of the Presi- 
deut is criticised as a device to save Democrats in office. 
But in fact the larger number of employés in this service 
are already Republicans. They are monuments of the fide)- 
ity of this administration in this branch of the public ser- 
vice to a sound system of the civil service. ‘Colonel R. 8. 
ROBERTSON, of Fort Wayne, who thinks he is Lieutenant- 
Governor,” according to a letter in the New York Herald, 
states “that as there is a direct law against wholesale re- 
movals, General HARRISON will obey it to the letter.” There 
is, however, notwithstanding the Colonel’s reported asser- 
tion, no such law, and the order of the President placing 
the railway mail service under the rules does not prevent 
the clean sweep of every member of the railway service by 
the Republican administration. 

The Colonel’s error is very common. But, the law lays 
no restriction whatever upon the power of removal. It 
treats exclusively of appointments and promotions. The 
result of the President’s order is simply that vacancies 
made by removals must be filled by examination and pro- 
bation. This prevents dismissals in order to provide for 
particular persons, and the order is so far a protection. Its 
great value lies in its recognition of a sound principle. It 
gives an object-lesson in the practical benefit of a rational 
system of the civil service, and it secures#o much from the 
grasp of the spoilsmen, for no branch of the service once 
placed under the rules has been withdrawn, nor is it likely 
to be until there is a decided and wholly improbable change 
in public sentiment. Mr. EDGERTON, the chairman of tlie 
National Commission, is reported as saying that reform is a 
fraud, and that the Democrats ought to have repealed the 
law. Mr. EDGERTON’s views have been long. known, and 
he should long since have been asked to resign. The du- 
ties of such a commission cannot be properly discharged by 
aman who thinks its business a folly and a fraud. If the 
civil service reform law is to be enforced in good faith, 
AQUILA JONES must not be appointed postmaster. 








PERSONAL, 


Mr. Georce Rovutiepae, who died in London the other day, 
had in many ways a remarkable career. He was actively engaged 
in publishing books for fifty vears, and did more to popularize 
literature in England than any man of his time. The imprint of 
Grorce RovutiepGr & Sons is probably better known in Great 
Britain and her colonies than that of any other publishing house, 
and it has covered a variety of literary products entirely without 
equal, 

—Among the most respected citizens of Canada are fugitive 
slaves from the United States, who found their way over the border 
by way of the “underground railroad.” They have made their mark 
in the trades and even in the professions, and some of them are 
successful farmers. Hamilton, Ontario, has the largest negro 
population in Canada, and the colored people own some of the 
handsomest dwellings in the place. One of the men, Henry 
Browy, while escaping from Virginia was shipped to Philadelphia 
in a box two feet wide and three feet deep. He had a fearful 
ride, the caution on the outside of the box, “This side up with 
care,” being but little regarded by expressmen during the journey. 
Montreal has a negro notary, and one of her white churches a 
colored assistant pastor. 

—Mr. T. pe Tuutstrup has recently returned from an extended 
tour which he made during the past summer in Russia for the 
purpoge of preparing sketches for the illustrations to a series of 
articles on the social and court life of that country for Harprr’s 
Macazine.. Mr. THropore CHIL, who is to write one or two of 
the papers in the series, accompanied Mr. Tuutstrvp. 

—The wife of Captain Compton, of the steamer Haytian Repub- 
lic, which has been seized by the present government of Hayti, 
was on board the vessel at the time of the seizure, and proved 
herself quite a heroine during the succeeding events. She re- 
mained on the steamer till the insults of the prize crew drove her 
away, and then came to this country, bringing with her ‘a sable 
gunner of the Haytian gunboat Dessalines, whose evidence at 
Washington is said to have been quite damaging to the captors of 
the American steamer, 

—Professor Wittarp Fiske, the former librarian of Cornell 
University and the successful contestant of that portion of his 
wife’s will which left the university $1,500,000, is living with his 
aged mother in Italy. His mother became a widow when he was 
a boy, but supported herself and her son by practising millinery, 
and finally sent young Fiske to Hamilton College, where he worked 
his way through the course. Professor Fiskk met and married 
Miss Jennie McGraw, the Ithaca heiress, at Berlin, while Presi- 
dent Anprew D. Wurrr, of Cornell, was the American Ministér 
there. 

—The hair of a farmer living in Fulton County, Georgia, is so 
much like the wool of a sheep that several pairs of stockings and 


- mittens have been made from it. It is brown in color, and soft 


and thick. 

—Josnua Saipe and Margaret Dovenass, of Knox County, Ten- 
nessee, have recently been married after a courtship of thirty-five 
years, the opposition of the man’s sister, who has just died, keep- 
ing them apart all this time. 

—A “fellow staff-officer” of Lientenant-Colonel G. A. Forsytu, 


-recently sentenced by court-martial for the offence of duplicating 


his pay, writes as follows to the WrEkLy: “ Poor Sanpy Forsytu ! 
The first time I saw him he was being carried in a blanket, smil- 
ing but desperately wounded, from the batile-field of Beverly Ford ; 
the next time I saw him he had reported for duty on crutches 
rather than be dropped from the.rolls. In the last year of the 
war, and for years afterward, he was Sueripan’s right-hand man 
for any desperate enterprise in Virginia or on the frontier. His 
Indian fight against almost hopeless odds is perhaps the most 
famous on record. What tempted him to the trouble he has made 
for himself, his pretty young wife, and his splendid boy no one 
who knows him can fathom. Thousands of people of every 
grade—cultivated men and women, soldiers, prairie scouts, and 
cow-boys—pity him from the bottom of their hearts. I have tent- 
ed with him, fought by his side, nursed him. There never was a 
more gallant, loyal soul or better friend and comrade; and he was 
the soul of honor, whatever sudden trouble may have tempted him 
to do. Nobody has said a good word.for him in his disgrace, so 
far as [ know, save one rough frontiersman who writes to a news- 
paper to ask if there is any way of paying the money and restor- 
ing Colonel Forsyru to duty. This communication of mine is not 
intended as a plea for him: misconduct like his should never be 
justified: but surely it would do no harm to speak of what Sanpy 
Forsytn has done for the army and the country, and the pity of 
it that so bright a light has gone behind a cloud.” 
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Lieu. Griffin. Paymaster Martin. Lieutenant Russell, C.S.M.C. , 
Lieutenant W. J. Barnette. Lieu. Reeder. Lieu. Speyers. Commander G. W. Sumner. . Surgeon Ayers. Ensign Fenton. 


THE OFFICERS OF THE “ GALENA."—From a Puotoeears sy BipwELL. 
THE EXPEDITION TO HAYTI.—[See Pace 983.] 








DECEMBER 22, 1888. 
BETWEEN THE LINES.* 


BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KING, U.S.A, 
Avutuor oF ‘A War-Tiug Wooine.” 


VL 

W1D-SEPTEMBER had come and gone. Lee, with his enthusi- 
NV astic followers, had crowded the Union lines into the fortifi- 
cations around Washington, then crossed the Potomac, and found 
himself so crippled after the desperate battling at the Antietam 
that he was compelled to fall back into the valley of the Shenan- 
doah. For the time being the beautiful sweep of country between 
the heights of Centreville and the gaps in the Bull Run Mountains 
was unobscured by the dust-clouds of heavy marching columns or 
the smoke of thunderous battle. Heavy rains had roiled the 
streams and bogged the Virginia roads,*but there were no guns, 
no heavily laden wagons, to stall at every brook or ford. A 
silence as of desolation had 
settled upon the land, for 
all the fields from Chantilly 
down to Manassas were 
peopled only with the dead, 
and every slope and pasture 
green was ridged with new-. 
made graves. Over on the 
broad plains about the rail- 
way. junction, other freight- 
cars had appeared among 
the blackened ruins of 
those destroyed by Stuart; 
but the storehouses and 
buildings were only charred 
stumps and scattered ashes 
now,and the white tents and 
rude board shelters hastily 
‘thrown together here and 
there were only temporary 
resting-places for hundreds 
of poor fellows whose 
wounds were too severe to 
enable them to travel. 
Stuart, with his bold raiders, 
was over near Martinsburg, 
in the Valley, watching for 
the next move of the Union 
force still halted on the 
hard-won field at Sharps- 
burg. Every now and then, 
however, little scouting col- 
umns of Virginia cavalry 
came trotting over through 
the passes and taking a look 
at the Union outposts in 
front of Washington ; then, 
scattering here and there 
through the country roads, 
they would disperse all over 
the broad valley east of the 
gaps, and spend a few hours 
in cheery visits to the home- 
steads from Aldie down to 
Warrenton, bringing joy 
and delight to mothers, sis- 
ters, and sweethearts, and 
all the time keeping wary 
watch and slipping away 
just too soon to be caught 
by the Union horsemen, who 
were sure to come marching 
out from Fairfax in pursuit. 
A strong garrison had ever 
to be kept up in the fortifi- 
cations in front of the Na- 
tional Capital, and, out in 
advance of the earthworks, 
several regiments of blue- 
jacketed troopers picketed 
all the roads, occupied the 
neighboring villages, and, to 
use the army plirase, ‘ cov- 
ered the front” against sur- 
prise, and, when occasion of- 
fered, launched forth a col- 
umn in chase of raiders. 
And so. it happened that 
while the main bodies of 
both armies were gone long 
marches away, and the guns 
no longer thundered, and 
the volleys no longer flashed, 
the by-roads and the fields 
were often gay with the gui- 
dons of venturesome de- 
tachments of cavalry, and 
the soft autumnal air made 
merry with the ringing 
trumpet calls; and one day 

. the worn and dingy gray 
uniforms would ride in amid 
the acclamations of farm- 
yards full of enthusiastic 
women, and the next the 
doors and windows would 
be banged shut at sight of 
the fluttering “stars and 
stripes,” then carried in the 
shape of swallow-tailed pen- 
nons by every squadron of 
Union horse. Miiny a lively litle skirmish, many a stirring charge 
and chase, did the troopers on both sides enjoy while thus having 
this lovely and populous section of Virginia all to themselves, 
and one of the regiments occupied on this genuinely “cavalry” 
duty was the New Jersey, Lieutenant Kearny’s regiment; but 
Lieutenant Kearny had not been seen since the first night of the 
battle of Second Bull Run. 

Long since the reports had borne his name as “ missing.” Anx- 
ious and influential relations from Trenton and New York had 
hastened to Washington and besieged the Wat Department for 
particulars. All New Jersey—all the Union Army—was in mourn- 
ing just then for another, a greater Kearny, and in the shadow 
of the bitter disasters that had befallen the nation it seemed as 
though 





“The black shroud of that night at Chantilly” 


had indeed overspread all Union-loving hearts, and there was no 
hope anywhere. It was some time before even Senators and Rep- 
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resentatives could bring the military powers to energetic inves- 
tigation, and meantime a sorrowing mother lay wellnigh heart- 
broken at home. Three weeks of vigorous prodding on part of 
the Jerseymen resulted finally in the utter exhaustion of all in- 
formation to be had on the subject, and left the inquirers more 
puzzled, more troubled, than before. The last seen of Mr. Kearny 
was late on the night of the 28th of August, when, all alone, he 
set forth on the road from Haymarket to Thoroughfare Gap in 
hopes of finding his regiment. In less than half an hour the 
picket at which he had parted with the field-officer of the day was 
alarmed by pistol-shots faintly audible several hundred yards out 
toward the west. A few minutes later a platoon of Buford’s 
troopers came Clattering in to inquire what it meant. They had 
scouted the road and found a dead horse near the brook, but the 
horse equipments were all gone, and the assailants had probably 
ridden off to the northward bearing their prisoner with them. 
The horse was identified as Lieutenant Kearny’s the very next 
morning, and it was regarded as a matter of course that he had 
fallen in with some of Stuart’s scouting parties and been captured. 





“HALF-WAY DOWN THE STAIRS THE TALL, FEEBLE SOLDIER HAD 


But, as luck would have it, two of General Stuart's staff-officers 
were among the prisoners brought in to Washington. One was 
Captain Falconer, of Warrenton, who courteously answered in- 
quiries on the subject by saying he was captured by Lieutenant 
Kearny himself, at the close of the fight between Jackson’s men 
and the Union foree west of Groveton. He could, therefore, give 
no information with regard to the matter. The other officer was 
an assistant adjutant-general who had ridden into our lines near 
Vienna in the rain and darkness that followed Jackson’s dash on 
Chantilly. This gentleman said that every prisoner, without ex- 
ception, who had been captured on the 28th or 29th of August by 
any of Stuart’s men was brought before him and questioned by 
him. He knew that no officer resembling the description and pho- 
tographs of Lieutenant Kearny had so appeared, and he felt equal- 
ly certain that if killed by Stuart’s men in an attempt to escape 


‘eapture, Mr. Kearny’s death would certainly have been reported. 


It was the staff-officer’s confident belief that Lieutenant Kearny 
had neither been killed, wounded, nor captured by Stuart’s men, 
and “no other Confederate cavalry,” said he, ‘was anywhere 
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along that road the night referred to.”” Confidentially, the South- 
ern officer expressed to the inquirers this theory: that the lieu- 
tenant had come suddenly upon a small party of his own people; 
that in the darkness and confusion each had taken the other for 
the enemy; that Kearny had been shot and killed by his own 
comrades and then borne off and buried by them, and the whole 
matter had been concealed for fear of punishment. The Jersey- 
men were still persistent. Finding that nothing definite could be 
learned in this way, they were advised to call upon a certain gen- 
tleman once high in government circles before the war, but an 
avowed sympathizer with the South in the present conflict. It 
was more than half believed that he had means of communication 
with the authorities at Richmond and with the army of Lee, en- 
joyed, perhaps, by numbers of other residents of Baltimore and 
Washington, but not by the War Department of the United States. 
Those were strange times, and within a week the Jerseymen were 
assured that no man answering to the name or description of 
Lieutenant Kearny had been or was now in the hands of the en- 
emy. “I speak advisedly, for he is a prize they would not over- 
look in Virginia, where Pe- 
gram and Eustis are not 
forgotten.” This.was the 
report of their confidential 
adviser. 

And so, with October 
close at hand, Frank Kear- 
ny’s name was spoken as of 
ove who had vanished from 
the face of earth, no man 
could tell whither, and more 
than one New Jersey home 
was filled, for his sake, with 
mourning and with dread 
anxiety. Down among the 
cavalry camps in front of 
Washington, too, they talk- 
ed in low tones and ** won- 
dered” in’ many a chat 
around the evening fires 
what possibly could be the 
solution of the mystery. 
The regiment, of course, 
had been informed of the 
theory advanced by some- 
body that he had been kill- 
ed in the darkness and 
buried in dread of punish- 
ment by his comrades of 
some scouting party. This, 
however, was promptly and 
indignantly denied by every 
officer and man on scout 
that riight, and the most rig- 
orous cross-examination and 

‘investigation failed to dis- 
credit their statements in 
tlie faintest degree. The 
affair, thanks’ to Kearny’s 
prominence and popularity 
in the regiment, as well as 
to the interest kept up by 
this investigation, had be- 
come a cause célébre in the 
lines in front of Washing- 
ton; and then, little by lit- 
tle, another story began to 
be hinted at. 

There had been from the 
very outset the usual rivalry 
between the few cavalry 
commands in the Army of 
the Potomac, speedily fol- 
lowed by that devil of jeal- 
ousy that seems inseparable 
from human nature in or 
out of the military service. 
While the —— New Jersey 
gloried in Kearny’s soldierly 
exploit and ‘in | Bayard’s 
haudsome compliment at 
Cedar Mountain, there were 
not lacking men in other 
regiments who affected to 
“ pooh-pooh” the whole af- 
fair, and who strove on every 
possible occasion to: belittle 
the participants. For a 
while none of the Jerseymen 
did more than laugh at this, 
it was ‘ail so harmless and 
so transparent. But in the 
long evening chats, and in 
the leisure and “loafing” 
hours that followed the Au- 
gust campaign, some sneer- 
ing remarks, alleged to have 
been made by certain offi- 
cers at brigade head-quar- 
ters, were brought in that 
inevitably exaggerated form 
in which such things are al- 
ways told, and a good deal of 
feeling began to be manifest 
about the camp fires. Most 
of the officers of the —— 
New Jersey were gentlemen 
by birth and education ; 
nearly all the old families of 
the State were represented 
among them; but the officers 
of a cavalry regiment in the same brigade and from an adjoining 
State were chosen from a very different class. That there should 
have been no affiliation was natural enough; but the Jerseymen 
were utterly at a loss to account fur the innuendoes that presently 
reached their ears. Finally one warm September evening there came 
an explosion. The adjutant had been over on some duty at the 
head-quarters of the general commanding the defences along that 
front, and came back fuming with wrath. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, striding in among the group of officers 
chatting around the colonel’s tent,and unceremoniously interrupt- 

‘ing their placid talk, “I have just heard a story that reflects on 

the honor of the regiment, and-it is time we put a stop to this 
sort of thing. We have stood it too long. It is my belief that 
we should run down the author of these lies and hold him respon- 
sible.” 

‘What is the story ?”’ was the eager question. 

“Tt is about Kearny. Those fellows over in the ‘ Dunghill 
Dragoons’ have never ceased to sneer at him and at us, as you 
know; but to-day Major Merrill, of the staff, told me that one of 


STOPPED.” 
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their officers informed him that he knew from 
indubitable authority that, so far from being 
killed or a prisoner, Frank Kearny had found a 
sweetheart over near Thoro’fare Gap, and was 
hiding under the roof of her home at this min- 
ute. I demanded the name of his informant, 
and he gave it to me; he said it was a story that 
we ought to know, and trace to its foundation. 
Captain Mullane was the man; you all know who 
he is. Now, who will ride over to their camp 
with me to-night, and bring that fellow up to the 
scratch? By Heaven! he must prove his words, 
or swallow them !” 

Half a dozen young fellows were on their feet 
in a moment; but the colonel’s restraining voice 
was heard, calm yet authoritative. 

“One moment, gentlemen. Resume your seats, 
if you please.. This is no matter for impetuous 
or hot-headed action. Of course, if Captain Mul- 
Jane were to make this statement to one of you, 
or to any one in your presence, I could not find 
fault with your knocking bim down on the spot 
—I might find fault if you didn’t do so—but this 
matter comes to us semi-officially; the division 
chief of staff tells it to the regimental adjutant 
as something we ought to know, Captain Chet- 
wood, Mr. Stockton, order your horses and be 
ready to go with me; you too, Mr. Adjutant. I 
will look into the matter at once.” 

An hour later four officers of the New Jer- 
sey were at the camp of their comrade regiment 
and in conversation with its colonel. As a re- 
sult of their communication Captain Mullane was 
sent for, and presently appeared. He started and 
looked uneasily around as he caught sight of the 
four visitors; but it was evident to all present 
that he had been drinking, and was just suffi- 
ciently under alcoholic influence to be ugly and 
truculent. In few words he was told of the story 
Jaid at his door, and asked for his authority. He 
stood unsteadily by the table in the colonel’s big 
tent, the light from the single lantern shining full 
upon his coarse and bloated features as he look- 
ed scowlinglyabout him, first at one, then anoth- 
er of the four officers who were grouped in silence 
around his commander. Finally he spoke: 

“T did say it, an’ I can prove it.” 

“By whom, sir? You can have no personal 
knowledge of the matter.” 

“Well, I don’t care to get any friend of mine 
into trouble, and I don’t mean to betray him—the 
man that told me, ] mean.” 

“Captain Mullane,” said his colonel, coolly, 
“‘T have had more than one ugly matter to han- 
dle in this regiment during the few weeks I have 
commanded it. Your reputation as a mischief- 
maker was known to me before I accepted the 
command. You and such as you forced, through 
your political influence in your State, the resigna- 
tion of my predecessor, but it cannot touch me. 
Take your choice, sir. Give me in presence of 
these gentlemen the full authority you have for 





- the seandal you have set afloat at the expense 


of Lieutenant Kearny, or go to your tent in close 
arrest under charges of conduct unbecoming an 
officer.” 

For a moment there was silence except for the 
stertorous breathing of the bulky captain. He 
glared scowlingly around for a moment, looked 
furtively into his colonel’s impassive face, then 
thickly muttered, 

“It’s a letter.” 

“ Produce it, sir.” 


Again he looked helplessly around, as though . 


seeking some avenue of escape, again glanced at 
the unrelenting form seated there in front of him, 
and finally began fumbling in an inner pocket of 
the waistcoat he wore beneath his uncouth fatigue 
“blouse.” From a bundle of dog-eared, thumb- 
soiled papers he selected an ill-favored sheet, 
scrawled within and without in faded ink. The 
colonel reached forth his hand and took it. 

“Most of that letter’s private and personal, 
colonel,” said Mullane, anxiously. “ Here’s all 
there is about the lieutenant—here on the second 
page,” and he pointed with pudgy, shaky finger. 

The colonel slowly read over the indicated 
lines, a look of deep disgust settling on his fine 
young face. Then he glanced at the signature. 

“What disreputable character is this corre- 
spondent of yours, Captain Mullane? Who may 
‘P. Tierney’ be?” 

“ He’s a scout, sir, and in government employ, 
with the best of charakters from General Fre- 
mont.” 

“ And where is he now %” 

“T don’t know, sir.” 

“You may retire, Captain Mullane. I presume 
it is necessary to assure you that the only part of 
this letter that I shall show or read is that on the 
second page—which you say is all there is refer- 
ring to Lieutenant Kearny. But I shall keep it 
for the next half-hour until that portion has been 
copied and read to these gentlemen, and—one mo- 
ment, sir—let me say in presence of the colonel 
and these officers of the New Jersey that I 
consider this story, told by a questionable and in- 
tangible character, as utterly failing to warrant 
your aspersions. That will do, sir.” 

And when Mullane was fairly out of ear-shot, 





the young colonel once more conned the ill-writ- - 


ten page, then read it aloud: 

“*You fellers needn’t knuckle under to them 
Jersey shanghais’”—(“I do not reproduce the bad 
spelling,” said the colonel, interrupting himself) 
—“‘they’ve been blowing about being so high- 
toned. J can take ’em down a peg, and here’s a 
tip for you. That young feller Kearny is no 
more dead than I am, and no more prisoner than 
you. He’s got that to tell perhaps when he gets 
tired of the girl, but while his comrades are scout- 
ing and fighting, he’s hiding in his sweetheart’s 
arms up near the Gap. Next time you have a 
column out that way run in suddenly on old Judge 
Armistead’s place at Hopewell, and if you don’t 
find him skulking there I’m a liar.’” 


VIL. 
Seated on the broad wooden steps of the old 
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homestead, her chin resting in the palm 6f one 
soft white hand, her clear violet eyes gazing 
thoughtfully out over the wide expanse of field, 
forest, winding stream, and tiny farms, all enclosed 
within the boundary of those distant heights, 
Lucy Armistead was lost in maiden reverie. 
Again the sun was sinking behind the wooded 
crests that rose in rear of the orchard. Again 
the shadows were long and dark across the de- 
serted fields below. Again the white walls of 
Centreville gleamed on the edge of the uplands 
twenty miles away; but ali was silence, and all, 
apparently, was peace. Around her the droning 
flight of beetle, the soft chirp of wearied bird in 
the branches overhead, the flutter and subdued 
cackle of the hens already roosting on the slats 
of the old trellis-work under the piazza, all told 
of the speedy coming of night. It was growing 
chill, too, and her thin white dress was far too 
light a garment for the evening air along those 
shaded slopes—and yet she seemed to be oblivi- 
ous of everything about her. Even when Hannah 
stepped out upon the piazza and addressed a 
question in low tone of voice it failed to attract 
her attention. The girl stood silently a moment, 
looking down at her pretty mistress ; then spoke 
her name—the eld home pet-name—“ Miss Lulie !” 
and still she gave no sign. Hanuah’s eyes twin- 
kled- with a knowing look; her white teeth 
gleamed as she turned away, entered the house, 
reappeared in a moment with a shawl in her 
hands, laid it gently over the shoulders of the 
white figure seated there so motionless, and care- 
fully tucked it under the resting arm in front. 
Then without a word she was turning noiselessly 
away, when Miss Armistead seemed to rouse her- 
self to sudden question. 

“Ts he awake?” she asked. Hannah shook 
her head. 

‘*He’s been awake mos’ of the day, an’ las’ 
night. And he asked me over and over where 
you were, an’ if you wasn’t never comin’ any 
mo’.” There was a tone of decided reproach in 
Hannah’s voice. ‘He ain’t as well-as he was. 
He was gettiu’ well fas’, s0 long’s you went to 
see him; but ’tain’t so now, Miss Lulie,” she 
continued, finding that her first remark fell short 
of the intended effect. 

Miss Armistead turned sharply away. 

“ Did the Judge say what time he’d get home, 
Miss Lulie?” asked Hannah, after brief silence. 
“Cause he wants to see him,” she added, some- 
what indefinitely. 

“T hope to see him every moment. I've been 
watching for two hours.” 

In view of the fact that Miss Armistead’s sweet 
eyes had been fixed on the far-away heights of 
Centreville, and that her father was expected to 
return by way of the mountain road at her back, 
there was so nething in this statement that seemed 
irrelevant to her handmaiden, but the latter wise- 
ly refrained from comment. There was another 
matter, though. 

“Miss Lulie,” she said, “he ain’t fit to ride 
nohow, but he wants to go ’way.” 

“ How do you know ?” asked Miss Armistead, 
after a silence of several seconds. 

“ He said so. He done tole Nelse to find him 
any kind of a horse or mule, an’ he pay him well 
when he get back to Wash’n’ton. But he couldn’t 
get back, Miss Lulie, an’ you know it. Dey ain’t 
a day ’ra night the cavalry ain’t all around yer, 
an’ dey get him sure, an’ he'd die in Libby less 
*n no time, Miss Lulie.” 

Miss Armistead’s fair head bent lower. She 
seemed to shiver slightly, and drew the shawl 
more closely about her. She would not speak, 
however, and after a moment’s hesitation Han- 
nah plunged down three or four steps and fairly 
threw herself at the feet of her mistress. 

“Miss Lulie!” she broke forth, impulsively, 
with a sob in her voice. ‘ Miss Lulie! The Judge 
won’t tell; he ain’t a-gwine give him up now, is 
he?” 

“ Hannah !” exclaimed Miss Armistead, with- 
horror and indignation mingled in her tone. 
“What can have possessed you? You forget!” 

“ Oh, I know what Mars’ Henry wrote,” wailed 
the girl; “I know he done tell you thet nobody 
mus’ find out he’s yer, but since you quit gwine 
to see him an’ he begin talk ’bout gwine away—” 

But Miss Armistead would not let her finish. 

“ Silence, Hannah! Whatever we have done 
at Henry’s solemn injunction, we have in no wise 
harmed our country’s cause. This gentleman 
was powerless enough when they brought him to 
us, and probably can never again fight against 
Virginia, or any one. So long as he cannot fight 
against us there is no need for my father to sur- 
render him to the authorities or to speak of his 
being here, and he will never do it.” 

“ But, Miss Lulie, s’pose dey find out. What 
makes ’em come speerin’ round yer so much, any- 
how? Cap'en Falconer’s been to see you three 
times, an’ it seems like he ’spect something. 
An’ twice I hear’em rustlin’ in the bushes yon- 
der list’nin’ after dark. J see him talkin’ with 
two men down the road day befo’ yis’dy, Miss 
Lulie, and I thought—” 

“How can they know, Hannah? No one but 
Nelse and you knows anything of it outside of 
the house. Captain Falconer is here to talk 
with father about his brother who was captured 
over at Manassas. He is anxious, and it com- 
forts him to see father and talk with him.” 

“Miss Lulie, he don’ come yer fer no such talk. 
He an’ the other Cap’en Falconer don’ never agree, 
and anybody in Warrenton ’Il tell you so. Judge 
Armistead knows it too. What he come yer fur 
is t’ see you, Miss Lulie, and he’s been yer every 
chance. Why ain’ he with the rest of the gen- 
tlemen up with the army? He jes sticks right 
round yer all the time.” 

“Captain Falconer and his squadron are charged 
with important duties, Hannah. They are posted 
at Thoro’fare Gap to see that the enemy do not 
get through there unless they come with heavy 
force. It is his duty to be alert and active. Ev- 
ery week, he says, the enemy appear in greater 


numbers, and it looks as though they were plan- 
ning to ride over into the Shenandoah. He comes 
to consult father, too, for he has great faith in 
his judgment.” 

“Look yonder, Miss Lulie,” interrupted Han- 
nah, pointing through the darkening foliage. 
“It’s the Judge coming now. Tl run and call 
ole Nelse.” 

But before the servant could reach him, Judge 
Armistead rode in through the open gateway, 
dismounted stiffly at the steps, aud threw the 
reins over the pommel. Very pale, weary, and 
anxious he looked as he took his daughter in his 
arms and kissed her tenderly. She searched his 
face with wistful eyes, striving to read his tidings 
as she led him slowly up to the piazza. 

“T came back through the camp of Captain 
Falconer’s men, dear,” he said. “I wanted to 
ask that one of them should come up for the 
horse to-morrow. I—I cannot spare Nelse to 
take him back, and yet I could not have gotten 
over to Orleans without him. It was very kind 
of Falconer to lend him to me. Has he been 
here to-day ?” and the tired eyes gazed with deep 
anxiety into hers. 

“No, father; no one. Could you hear any- 
thing of Henry? Did you—succeed ?” 

“No, child, no,” and he shook his-head sadly, 
wearily. “I can learn nothing. I can collect 
still less, Even if we had money, it would be 
difficult to buy stores now. They are almost as 
‘scarce at Gordonsville and Culpeper as they are 
‘at Warrenton. Everything is needed for the 
army. One thing I heard, and I’m afraid it’s 
_true, Lucy.” ; 

“ What, father ?” 

“They say the Federals are being heavily re- 
enforced over there at Chantilly—everywhere, in 
fact, from Leesburg down beyond Centreville, 
and that any day now they will come out, seize 
the gaps, cross over, and cut our line of supplies 
in the Shenandoah—reoccupy this whole country, 
in fact. Then it will be too late.” 

“Too late for what, father?” 

“To get away from here and go to Richmond. 
Lucy, Lucy! Harry never dreamed what hard- 
ship and danger he was imposing upon you in send- 
ing that poor fellow to us. I had planned to 
start for Richmond the moment we heard of the 
possibility of an advance. Has he seemed better 
to-day ?” 

“T—I have not seen him, father, but Hannah 
says he is sleeping now.” 

The old gentleman took her face in his trem- 
ulous hands; her cheeks flushed and burned as 
he raised it to the waning light. He asked no 
question, said no word, only looked in her moist- 
ened eyes, sadly, wistfully, anxiously. 

“ Little daughter,” at last he spoke, “so long 
as he is here, helpless and bedridden, I must 
stay by him. I will not dishonor Harry’s draft. 
I cannot go now and leave him to such care as 
Nelse could give him. If—if his friends come 
this way and find him, and carry him off whether 
we will or not, then are we absolved from respon- 
sibility. But, on the contrary, should our secret 
leak out in any way, and our people insist on 
searching the house, he is gone, and Harry’s word 
will have been broken. If—if he were only able 
to ride!” 

“But he is not, father. Hannah says he has 
been awake all day, feverish, and seeming worse. 
He could not ride, I’m sure; and then, even if 

“ he could go, every road and pathway is held by 
our cavalry as far as the heights across the val- 
ley. They all say so, and he could not escape. 
He would be taken, his identity revealed. Oh, 
father; no, no!” 

And she clung to him, hiding her face on his 
arm, while old Nelse came hobbling around from 
the barn, and quietly led the horse away. 

“Then listen, daughter,” he eagerly spoke. “TI 
have seen Doctor Loring to-day. He will leave 
Orleans for Richmond to-morrow night. Aunt 
Nina is eager for your coming, and the Doctor’s 
daughter goes with him. He will gladly take 
charge of you and see you safely to the capital 
and Aunt Nina’s roof. I will stay and take care 
of our guest until he is safe, then leave the old 
place to care for itself.” 

But she looked suddenly up into his face and 
placed her fingers upon his lips. “I wiil not 
stir without you, father. I will share whatever 
fate awaits you here, but not one step do I take 
until you too can Listen !” 

“What did you hear?” he asked, after a mo- 
ment of silence. 

“I thought I heard hoofs on the rocky road 
through the pass—the Hopewell road.” 

Again they listened intently, but all was still. 

“If it were any of Falconer’s men, or any of 
our cavalry, they would hardly be likely to come 
through that way when all the main roads are 
open, and whom else have we to expect?” But 
even as he spoke the old gentleman gazed anx- 
iously into the gloaming. 

“Tam going into the orchard to look. Wait 
here for me,” she said, and, light as a bird, she 
fluttered down the steps and around the southern 
end of the house. - 

For a moment or so he waited patiently. The 
mountain road was only a hundred yards away, 
and there was still light enough to see any ob- 
jects that might be moving. — If his daughter were 
not mistaken, and shod hoofs were actually on 
the road, ’twas full time for something to come in 
sight. No hoof-beats were audible to him, how- 
ever, and he was just turning to enter the hall 
when Lucy came running back. ‘He saw her 
white-robed, slender form as it suddenly reap- 
peared; he had hardly time to wonder at her 
haste when she flew up the steps—wild-eyed, 
pallid, panting—thrust a little scrap of paper into 
his hand, then clung to his arm, trembling from 
head to foot. 

“ Read it,” she said ; “I know what it is.” 

“Who gave it you ?” he asked. 

“ A man—a stranger—coming throngh the or- 
chard. He said only these words, ‘ Danger for 
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you and your visitor. Look out for the cavalry 
to-night,’ handed me this, and was back in the 
road in an instant. Hear him now !—riding back 
toward Hopewell.” 

Hannah was lighting a candle in the hall. By 
its dim rays the old man unfolded the little scrap 
and read: ; 

“ You are believed to have a Federal officer secreted 
under your roof. Within twelve hours search will 
be made. VERB, SAT Sap.” 

“In God’s name, whose work is this? What 
manner of man gave this to you ?” he asked. 

“A tall, gaunt man in ordinary civilian. dress 
—a man I never -saw before.” 

“ Butl’se seen him, Miss Lulie, fo’ er five times,” 
eagerly exclaimed Hannah ; “he was yer the first 
mawnin’ the—the lieutenant rode in,” and she 
raised her eyes and glanced quickly to the head 
of the stairs. ‘’N’ he’s bin yer nosin’ round 
twice. He done tole me he was on special work, 
an’ he hid in the barn cellar when Cap’en Falcon- 
er rode up.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me of it?” asked the 
Judge, angrily. 

Hannah’s nervous hands plucked at her apron 
and her face worked piteously. She faltered and 
could not speak. At last she murmured: 

“He said the Rangers kill him if they catch 
him. He was a Lincoln man.” 

“Some spy, some skulking, rascally spy, no 
doubt!” exclaimed the old man. “My God! 
What can not rightfully be said of me? I have 
betrayed my own people! I have been false to 
my State! But it’s over now. If they come to- 
night they can have him. I have no way now to 
act—one way or otlier.” 

Softly a door at the head of the stairs had open- 
ed. Noiselessly a tall, slender, soldierly form in 
the undress uniform of a Union cavalry officer 
had limped to the railing, and now stood dimly 
revealed in the rays of the solitary candle below. 

As the old man ceased, and dropped dejectedly 
into a chair, Lucy threw herself upon her knees 
and clasped his wrinkled hand. 

“Father! Father! You forget your promise 
to Harry! You forget—” 

But she stopped in sudden confusion, a crim- 
son blush surging to her very temples as she 
sprang again to her feet. Half-way down the 
stairs the tall feeble soldier had stopped, cling- 
ing to the balustrade. 

“ Judge Armistead,” he said, in a voice weak 
as a wearied child’s. ‘I have been waiting only 
for darkness and your coming that I might say 
farewell. Never can I thank you—and Miss 
Armistead—enough. I’m well able to ride now, 
and go I must this very night. God grant no 
harm may ever come to you and yours for your 
kindness to Frank Kearny!” 

Before either could recover from the surprise 
occasioned by this gaunt apparition in cavalry 
dress there came the shuffle of rapid feet through 
the dining-room, and old Nelse, his eyes bulging, 
his gray, kinky crop of wool seeming fairly bris- 
tling with fear and excitement, rushed into their 
midst. 

“ Fo’ Gawd’s sake, mars’r, hurry! De Rangers 
is comin’ up de road. I’s got de horse, suh.” 

Another moment—he hardly knows how he got 
there—Lieutenant Kearny is in saddle, clinging 
feebly to mane and pommel as old Nelse leads 
the troop horse through the darkness of the or- 
chard and up a winding pathway behind the 
house. He is only certain of one thing. It was 
Miss Armistead who whispered, 

“Guide him to the hut at the old lookout, 
Nelse, and stay there till I send.” 


(TO BE CONTINUED. ] 





AFRICA’S CORTEZ. 
By DAVID KER. 

Go1ne into the London office of the New York 
Herald on my return from Central Asia in 1873, 
I found there a small, wiry, sunburnt, keen-eyed 
man, who was introduced to me as “ Mr, Stan- 
ley.” All England was then ringing with that 
name, and every one was reading in the -pages 
of How I Found Livingstone and My Kalulu 
(a story embodying the career of one of his Afri- 
can attendants) the stirring tale of the author's 
eight months’ march inland from Zanzibar through 
the perilous and almost unknown region east of 
the great lakes, till he stood face to face on the 
shore of Lake Tanganyika, in October, 1871, with 
the great pioneer whose work he was destined to 
complete. - 

Then, of course, the rabid curiosity that can- 
not be happy till it knows what kind of boots a 
hero wears, and how much sugar he puts in his 
tea, fastened like a leech upon the new popular 
lion. Insatiable gossips ferreted out the date of 
his birth (1840) in a quiet little Welsh cottage 
near Denbigh, and discovered that he had passed 
ten of his first thirteen years of life in the poor- 
house of St. Asaph, had been a pupil-teacher for 
a twelvemonth at Mold, in Flintshire, had gone 
to sea in his sixteenth year as cabin-boy of a 
trading vessel bound for New Orleans, and had 
been adopted by a merchant of that place named 
Henry Stanley, who replaced the boy’s real name 
of “ John Rowlands” with that which was soon to 
echo throughout the whole world. 

“ Adventures are to the adventurous,” said 
Lord Beaconsfield; and Stanlev’s American life 
amply verified the pithy saying. By turns a Con- 
federate soldier, a prisoner of war, a petty officer 
on a Northern gun-boat, an amateur correspond- 
ent penning with characteristic coolness the de- 
tails of a sea-fight while the shot rattled around 
him like hail, he received from the stern period 
between 1861 and 1865 a fit training for the 
mighty work beyond. Even then the latter was 
taking shape in his daring soul, and the Russian 
officers who met him during his Eastern travels 
in 1865-6, told me years later, with a glow of 
honest admiration on their hard faces, how he 
used to say to them, with the energy of one who 
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meant what he said, “ I’ll see the heart of Africa 
yet before I die, and do something there that 
shall be remembered.” 

That prophecy was soon to be fulfilled. The 
Abyssinian campaign of Magdala, which he wit- 
nessed as the New York Herald correspondent 
with General Napier’s army, gave to the future 
Cortez of central Africa his first experience of 
life in the tropical wilds—an experience that 
bore ample fruit three years later, when he 
fought his way through the deadly interior of 
southeastern Africa to seek the lost Livingstone, 
whom many had long since given up as dead, 
It was then that the prompt energy and wonder- 
ful power of organization which characterized 
the man showed themselves in their true propor- 
tions. While two relieving expeditions were 
making slow and elaborate preparations, Stanley 
darted in and did the work before their very 
eyes, with means which most men would have 
thought wholly inadequate. ‘When the news 
first came, sir, that you’d found Livingstone,” 
said his trusty English lieutenant, years later, 
during the dreadful voyage down the Congo, 
“T was one of them that didn’t believe a word 
of it; but now that ve seen you at work, I be- 
lieve vou could go anywhere and do anything.” 

Such a man could never be long at rest, and 
the winter of 1873 saw him on the wing once 
more, to join Sir Garnet Wolseley’s march to 
Coomassie through the West African kingdom of 
Ashantee. This campaign—the experiences of 
which, together with those of his Abyssinian jour- 
ney, were published not long after in a small vol- 
ume entitled Coomassie and Magdala—must have 
been of priceless value in preparing him for 
the mighty enterprise that carried him across 
the whole breadth of Africa a few years later. 
In Abyssinia he traversed stony uplands and bare, 
treeless hills; in Ashantee he met with his first 
foretaste of that long and terrible struggle through 
the dense, bristling mass and hot, stifling, vapor- 
bath atmosphere of the great equatorial forest, 
which was to be the crowning achievement of 
his life. During the whole march to Coomassie 
the invaders were literally shouldering their way 
through a giant hedge of rank, spiky, poisonous 
vegetation, reeking with deadly vapors and swarm- 
ing with unseen enemies. “The crowding trees 


and coiling creepers” (I quote Stanley’s own em- - 


phatic words) “almost shut out the light of day, 
and we marched in a cheerless twilight. Every- 
thing here seemed to be weeping ; the huge broad 
leaves kept shedding great drops of water, turn- 
ing the ground below into a thick paste of mud, 
in which we sank over ankles at every step, glad 
to gain even a few feet at a time, though only to 
halt again directly, and stand shivering in one of 
these puddles for an hour or more, till some ob- 
struction in front was removed.” The Ashantee 
march was the Congo expedition carved in a 
cameo. 

And now the curtain began to rise upon a 
drama such as the world had never seen since the 
great Spanish filibuster hewed his way through 
Mexico in the sixteenth century. The autumn of 
1874 found Stanley once more at Zanzibar, with 
his face again turned westward toward the “lake 
country” which had been the scene of his first 
exploit. All that nature or man could do to ar- 
rest his progress—fever, famine, treachery, deser- 
tion, adverse weather, the cowardice of his follow- 
ers, and the obstinate ferocity of his enemies— 
only roused his indomitable spirit to stronger ef- 
forts, till at last (after many a hair-breadth escape 
and many a desperate battle, and the loss of one 


_ of the two gallant English brothers who were the 


only white men among his one hundred and fifty 
comrades) he succeeded in filling up the gaps left 
in the previous surveys of Burton, Speke, and 
Baker, by determining accurately the position and 
boundaries of the four great equatorial lakes, 
viz,, the Victoria and Albert Nyanzas, Muta Nzige, 
and Tanganyika. : 

To almost any other man such an achievement 
would have seemed enough for one journey ; but 
to Stanley's untiring energy nothing seemed to 
have been done while anything remained to do. 
The great work which brave old Livingstone had 
died to accomplish was still unfinished, and his 
daring successor resolved to complete it by the 
exploration of. the mysterious ‘ Lualaba River,” 
which Stanley had already in his secret heart 
identified with the Congo. On he went in defi- 
ance of all obstacles, westward, ever westward, 
till at length, after a weary struggle of many 
days through swamp and jungle, he came out 
upon the bank of the unknown stream and the 
dreadful journey began. 

For untravelled readers it is always hard to 
estimate the magnitude of such a task, for the 
simple reason that no one who has not himself 
faced the horrors of a prolonged struggle through 
central Africa or central Asia can have the-faint- 
est idea of what they really are. To many peo- 
ple a: march through tropical forests presents 
itself merely as a long and rather hot walk, with 
a slight scarcity of food or water now and then, 
aud a little occasional excitement in the form of 
a venomous snake or a hungry lion. What it 
really means is a life which is one long death— 
weary days and nights of sleepless pain and fever 
—a rage of gnawing hunger that seems to tear 
out your very vitals, and a burning, frantic thirst 
which a whole river could not quench. Day after 
day you toil through the frightful unending cob- 
web of the pathless forest, hacking your way 
amid the gloomy twilight of the giant trees 
through a black snaky tangle of matted boughs 
and tough wiry creepers and huge dagger-like 
thorns, while the damp, foul, steaming vapor 
makes your head sick and your limbs faint, and 


you feel your strength failing hour by hour, — 


while knowing all the while that it is death to 


halt or even to linger. Whether you go by land= 
or by water, everything around you seems hostile _ 
—treacherous shoals, sunken rocks, deadly fever- 


mists, the fierce beast or fiercer savage in the 


thickets around, the crocodile and hippopotamus 
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in the waters below. Often do you start up from 
a heavy torpor of utter exhiaustion, which is more 
of a swoon than a sleep, only to find that, with 
your brain reeling and your limbs sinking be- 
neath you from crushing fatigue, you must re- 
trace your steps over ground traversed at the 
cost of sufferings more bitter than death itself. 
And when to all this is added the haunting, ever- 
present consciousness that not for one moment 
during that long and weary struggle can you 
really feel safe, and that the presence of man, so 
far from being a pledge of help and security, is 
the one thing to be dreade] and shunned most of 
all—this is, indeed, to “ die daily.” 

All this and much more did this one man en- 
dure, not for a few days or a few weeks, but for 
eight months together. Thirty-two deadly battles 
with blood-thirsty cannibals, in several of which, 
as Stanley forcibly said, “it rained poisoned av- 
rows day and night,” combined with famine, dis- 
ease, grinding fatigue, and the hungry waters of 
the furious river to thin the ranks of the little 
band. Brave Frank Pocock, Stanley’s only sur- 
viving white comrade, went mad from sheer mis- 
ery, and perished by an act of suicidal folly. 
Very few and weary were the handful of heroes 
who survived to find themselves “ only five marches 
from white faces” on the lower Congo. 

But just as success seemed already in the 
grasp of their daring leader, an unforeseen peril 
threatened death to one and all when almost with- 
in sight of the European settlements. The rap- 
ids that obstructed the river having put a stop 
to the canoe voyage which had brought them 
thus far, they were now forced to march over- 
land; and the men, weakened by so many hard- 
ships, and row left almost without food, proved 
quite unequal to the task of carrying heavy loads 
over the steep, wooded ridges flanking the stream, 
while the natives, with the stupid and selfish 
cruelty of the genuine savage, refused to give 
them food unless rum or something equally pre- 
cious were offered in exchange. 

Only one thing was left to do, and Stanley did 
it. He sent down his two strongest men to the 
nearest settlement, bearing a note from himself 
with an urgent request for immediate supplies, 
while he and the rest watched and waited through 
two weary days—every hour of which must have 
seeined as long as a year—for the coming of the 
food that was their only hope of life. But it 
came at last. ‘“ You should have heard what a 
cheer the poor starving fellows set up,” said 
Stanley to me afterward, “when they saw the 
porters coming up the hill with the stores. I 
can tell you that was the happiest moment of 
my life.” 

The story of this unparalleled feat, told by 
its hero in Through the Dark Continent (1878), 
eclipsed all his former exploits, and made hiim 
once more the lion of all Europe. Exaggeration 
came, as usual, to magnify deeds which little 
needed it. Nothing seemed too marvellous for 
the hero of such adventures and such escapes. 
An honest German, to whom I mentioned that 
Stanley had had one hundred and twenty-two 
fevers, asked, eagerly, ‘‘ Mein Gott! did he have 
dem all to once?” But this enthusiasm was not 


wholly unalloyed with dissatisfaction. The few - 


who could read in the great pioneer’s dark, worn 
face that expression of native power and com- 
mand, that “go anywhere and do anything” look 
which ennobled the harsh features of his two 
prototypes, Lord Clive and Sir Franci9 Drake, 
had no cause for disappointment in comparing 
his deeds with their doer. But the many who 
saw their ideal explorer in the towering form, 
brawny limbs, and bold, bearded face of Sir 
Samuel: Baker found the Congo hero’s small, 
slight frame, and plain, almost coarse features, 
not at all equal to their expectations; and their 
displeasure vented itself either in avowed disbe- 
lief of his alleged exploits, or in multiplied slan- 
ders against his character and motives. 

The ridicule cast upon his personal vanity, his 
filling of his rooms with portraits of himself, and 
his sensitiveness to the written or spoken criti- 
cisms ofacreatures whom he could well afford to 
despise, was unhappily not wholly without foun- 
dation, But nothing could be more unjust than 
the charges of wanton cruelty and bloodshed 
freely made against him by many who ought to 
have known better. When hemmed in by blood- 
thirsty cannibals, bent on slaughtering him and 
all his men, he could fight as fiercely as any 
Afghan ;-but no “ wanton blood-shedder” would, 
have cleft his way through the savagest region 
upon earth with such slight loss both to friends 
and foes. Noman reckless of human life would 
have twice gone alone into a mob of raging sav- 
ages and levelled spears to preserve peace. No 
mere destroyer would have kept his armed fol- 
lowers from taking by force from the selfish 
brutes around them, during that fearful two 
days’ waiting on the lower Congo, the food for 
want of which they were dying by inches. No 


naturally cruel man would have spoken with - 


such deep feeling as I have heard him speak of 
the welcome that greeted his surviving followers 
in their distant homes at Zanzibar, and of the 
fate that had befallen those who returned no 
more: “ Poor little Amina said to me when she 
lay dying, ‘This is a bad world, master, and you 
have lost your way in it.’ Then my brave Sa- 
feni, the best of them all, went mad, and wan- 
dered away into the forest alone, and never came 
back.) When I went out there again I had 
search made for him in all directions, and offered 
fabulous amounts of cloth to the chiefs for any 
news of him; but no—not a word!’ The man 
who could think and speak thus was no Barttelot. 

In the light of recent events it is sad to re- 
call Stanley’s former hopes of the young King 


- of Uganda, the future murderer of brave Bishop 


Hannington. “ His father M’tesa, my old friend,” 
said he, when I questioned him on this point, 
“was a very fine fellow, and I think the son will 
turn out well too; but just now he’s too much in 
the hands of the older men. When he gets free 
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from their influence, I. hope something may be 
made of him.” What has been “ made of him” 
so far, the world now knows only too well. 
Stanley’s later achievements —his return to 
the Congo in 1879 for the International African 
Association, his establishment of trading posts 
along the whole 1400 miles of river up to Stan- 
ley Falls, the road-making that earned him his 
native name of “ Bula Matari” (Rock-Breaker), 
and the system of transport organized by himself 
and his gallant comrade Major Vetch, the com- 
panion of our West African shipwreck with King 
Okojumbo—have been too fully and recently 
told in his last book (Zhe Congo and the Found- 
ing of its Free State) to need repetition here. 
In 1884 the work was done, and he came home 
to advocate the making of a railway round the 
Congo Rapids, thus connecting the inland trade 
with that of the coast. But the moment the 
master’s hand and eye were removed, the fabric 
so laboriously reared began to crumble. When 
I reached tle Congo from Gaboon two years later, 
I found several stations already abandoned, maniy 
others “boycotted” by, the natives, the river 
trade at a stand-still, and the officials sickening 
by scores in consequence of the unwise transfer 
of the seat of local government from hilly, breezy 
Vivi to the pestilential hollow of Boma. Dis- 
quieted by vague rumors of these mishaps, Stan- 
ley was already planning a third visit to his little 
African kingdom when the “Emin Relief Ex- 
pedition” summoned him to more exciting work. 
When I last saw him in England, just before 
our own second gtart for the Congo, he was sofely 
changed from the hero of Ujiji and Bumbireh. 
The once gaunt and sinewy frame had “put on 
flesh” unmistakably. The look of brisk and fear- 
less energy that I knew so well was replaced by 
the weary, nervous dejection of a caged eagle or a 
chained lion. The bold, clear outline of the dark, 


- resolute face was gone, the mouth was losing its 


iron firmness, the hair and mustache were gray. 
Nothing was left of the Stanley of-1872 and 1877 
save the stern, penetrating eyes, aud the firm, 
daring, dauntless spirit that looked through them. 
The hardships of utter civilization, into which he 
had so rashly ventured, were telling upon the 
great specialist of barbarism, and the mission 
which sent him back once more to the fierce, 
feverish joy of a grapple with danger and death 
must have been welcome indeed to one who was 
far too comfortable to be happy. 





PRACTICE MANGUVRES IN 
ARIZONA. 


A sketcu by Mr. Freperic ReMineton in the 
present number of the WskkLy depicts a recent 
brilliant achievemeut of Lieutenant Carter P. 
Jounson, Tenth Cavalry. Operating in command 
of a raiding party during the field mancuvres of 
last autumn, he eluded all the efforts made during 
many weeks to capture him, and at last, under 
the rules of the manceuvres, was adjudged—as a 
note of the artist informs us—to have surprised 
and captured with his small foree Fort Bowie 
and Fort Huachuca. ; 

The novel system of field practice of which 
Lieutenant Jounson’s raid forms an incident was 
established in the autumn of 1887 by General 
Nexson A. MILs, then commanding the Depart- 
ment of Arizona. Its chief feature is that of 
sending out a raiding party, well mounted and 
provided with extra horses, who are to be pur- 
sued after a fixed time, while all the post com- 
manders near ‘the probable line of march are 
hotified to be on the alert and to endeavor to 
discover, surprise, and capture the raiders. The 
first half of the month of September, 1887, was 
occupied in preparing for this practice by making 
the troops and their officers as well acquainted 
as possible with the region in which they were 
serving, and establishing outposts and signal and 
heliograph stations. Then a party of two officers 
and twenty men, with pack animals carrying equi- 
page, clothing, etc., started from Fort Huachuca 
for Fort Apache. In the military game thus to 
be played there were careful rules to determine 
whether pursuers or pursued had gained the 
advantage. Thus the route prescribed for the 
raiding party was to be east of Fort Bowie, west 
of Fort Grant, east of Fort Thomas, and west of 
Fort Apache; and on the return a like limitation 
of the route was prescribed. Again, after the 
first day, the raiding party was limited to march- 
ing between noon and midnight of each day, but 
within these limits the commanding officer could 
select his own line of march, and conceal his men 
and camps, The pursuers from the various posts 
were instructed to communicate with each other 
and with Department head-quarters on discover- 
ing any clew to the raiders, and the latter, or any 
portion of them, were to be regarded as captured 
when another command of equal numbers should 
get within hailingidistance or bugle sound. Sim- 
ilar raiding parties were sent oyt from Fort Win- 
gate to Fort Bayard and back, and from Fort 
Stanton around Fort Bayard. When one party 
was captured, another was sent out. 

When General Miss, near the end of Decem- 
ber, reviewed the operations which had thus been 
conducted through September and October, he 
found that ten distinct field mancuvres, covering 
an area of hundreds of miles, had been carried 
out. In five instances the raiders were overtaken, 
although they had adopted such devices for escape 


‘as temporarily dispersing, or driving cattle across 


their trail. In the other five instances the raid- 
ing detachments misled their pursuers, but were 
discovered and captured sooner or later by troops 
lying in wait for them in advance. The most 
successful of these raids was one in which the 
whole outward march had been made, and a part 
of the homeward, before it was checked. 

Early in the autumn of the present year Gen- 
eral Mixes directed a renewal of this sort of field 
practice, with such improvements in the prepara- 
tions and the rules as experience had suggested. 
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Without repeating the details, it will be enough 
to say that the most noteworthy performance was 
that of Lieutenant Jounson, already referred to. 
Starting out early in October with thirty men of 
his troop, he circled the posts near his route with- 
out discovery, and about November 20th reached 
Fort Huachuca, having eluded all his opponents 
through that period. His capture of the post 
during the absence of a part of its garrison fol- 
lowed. . These, it should be understood, are only 
unofficial memoranda of his exploit, but from the 
official reports any needed corrections and fuller 
accounts can in due time be ascertained. Lieu- 
tenant JoHnson, a native of Virginia, enlisted in 
the army twelve years ago. Promoted to be Cor- 
poral and Sergeant in the Third Cavalry, he re- 
ceived his commission as Second Lieutenant of the 
Fourth Infantry early in 1882, after a successful 
examination, and the next year was transferred 
to the Tenth Cavalry. He has had much experi- 
ence in Indian campaigning both in Arizona and 
elsewhere during his twelve years of service. Mr. 
RemINGToN says that he once questioned a man of 
the troop (colored) of which Jonnson is a lieu- 
tenant, and received this answer: “Oh, he jus’ 
make dem gray hosses sweat blood when he get 
on de war-path ; he’s terrible bad man to foller, 
*cause he don’t neber get tired.” 

The training and experience derived from these 
annual manceuvres in Arizona and New Mexico 
must be valuable, supplemented as they are by 
detailed reports and suggestions from all detach- 
ments that take jsart in them, either as pursuers 
or pursued. , 





THE EXPEDITION TO HAYTI. 


Tue expedition to Hayti, under the command 
of Rear-Admiral Stephen B. Luge, which sailed 
from the Brooklyn Navy-Yard on the 12th in- 
stant, is the most interesting enterprise of the 
sort which the United States. has undertaken since 
it sent ships to Aspinwall. The Galena and the 
Yantic are not the latest developments of mod- 
ern naval architecture, but they are, nevertheless, 
stanch craft that have already done good service, 
and their officers and sailors are as brave and skil- 
ful as sail the sea under any flag. The Galena is 
the Admiral’s flag-ship, atid her orders are to pro- 
ceed to Port au Prince and request the release of 
the steamer Haytian Republic, or, in the event of 
refusal, to seize her by force of arms and take 
her to some neutral territory where she can be 
restored to her owners. Naval officials do not 
an.icipate any resistance on the part of the Hay- 
tian authorities. Extra precautions have been 
taken to guard against yellow-fever, and none of 
the vessels composing the squadron will remain 
in the vicinity longer than is required to accom- 
plish the purpose of tie visit. 

If it should turn out that the difficulty cannot be 
amicably adjusted, the defenses of Port au Prince 
are not of a character to give us any anxiety, and 
the navy which General Légitime has at his dis- 
posal is not so formidable that we need fear for 
the fate of the expedition. The Galena alone 
would, probably, be able to give a good account 
of such a navy as the Haytian, weakened as it 
is now by the loss of the Toussaint L’ Ouverture, 
which was sunk in collision with a German steam- 
er a few days ago. The Galena is a strongly 
built wooden vessel of 1700 tons displacement, 
Her battery consists of one 60-pounder breech- 
loading rifle, one 8-inch muzzle-loading rifle, and 
six 9-inch broadside guns. The two rifles being 
pivots, enables the vessel to fire five heavy guns 
at a broadside, throwing six hundred and forty 
pounds of metal. Three kinds of projectiles are 
used in the 8-inch. rifle, and are termed “ short 
shell,” “long shell,” and “ battering shell.” The 
last-named has a chilled steel head, and explodes 
by the heat generated by impact. The weight of 
the charge of powder is thirty-five pounds. She 
has also a secondary battery composed of two 
Gatlings, one 3-inch rifle, and two 20-pounder 
rifled Dahlgrens. When the complement of the 
vessel is filled, as it is now, she carries twenty-four 
officers and two hundred men, and with her pre- 
sent gallant commander and crew can be depend- 
ed upon to sustain her high reputation. 

The following is a full list of the Galena’s offi- 
cers; Commander, George W. Sumner ;. Lieuten- 
ant-Executive, Reeder; Lieutenant-Navigator, W. 
J. Barnette; Lieutenants, A. B. Speyers and T, D. 
Griffin; Ensigns, T. C. Fenton and I. A. Oman; 
Naval Cadets, H. L. Peckham, M. R. Pigott, and H. 
K. Benham; Chief-Engineer, D. P. McCartney ; 
Assistant-Engineers, I. G, Little and W.S. Smith ; 
Surgeon, J. G. Ayres; Assistant-Surgeon, R. Percy 
Crandall; Paymaster, J. R. Martin; Pay-clerk, J. 
M. Worts ; First Lieutenant of Marines, B. R. Rus- 
sell; Gunner, T. M. Johnson; Boatswain, S. Me- 
Carthy ; Carpenter, M. F. Roberts ; Sail-maker, M. 
P. Barr. 

On board the Galena with Admiral Luce are 
his secretary, Lieutenant J. C. Colwell; Lieuten- 
ant John F, Meigs, Fleet-gunnery Officer ; and Mr. 
B.C. Morse, the owner of the seized American 
vessel, Haytian Republic. 

Although Rear-Admiral Luce has seen nearly 
half a century of naval service, he did not reach 
the rank of Captain until long after. the Civil 
War. He is now second on the active list of 
Rear-Admirals, and commands the North Atlantic 
station. The settlement of the trouble with 
Hayti, therefore, falls within his province, and in 
intrusting to him the command of the expedition 
the Secretary of the Navy only observes the 
proper etiquette of the service, although the duty 
is one which requires in the commander not only 
courage and professional skill, but great tact and 
prudence. The Admiral is a middle-aged man, 
with long, iron-gray side-whiskers, which deco- 
rate a long, thin, deeply tanned but strong-fea- 
tured and kindly-looking face. He is tall, slim, 
and wiry, alert in manner, and frank and hearty 
in speech. His whole appearance, in short, in- 
spires confidence that he is the right man for 
the present mission. 
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A SYMPHONY IN UMBRELLAS. 
Daamatis Person’. 


Mr. and Mrs. C. Bixsy Brown. 
Me. and Mus. Maxwei. Green. 
Miss Green. 
Me. Artucer P. Drake 
Miss Brow Nino. 
Mr. Covetrney TURNER. 
A Station Agent 
Soens.—In and about Boston. 

Monday, 8.30 a.m. (Mr. and Mrs. C. Bixby Brown 
emerge from their suburban home, and walk in 
the direction of the station, It ts a fine bright 
morning. Mrs. Brown suddenly stops, and 
dashes toward the house.) 

Mr. B. Where are you going, Mary? We shall 
lose the train. 

Mrs. B. Oh, 1 forgot to take my umbrella, and 
I must have it. 

[ She disappears into the house ; a few min- 
utes later she reappears, and hurries after 
her husband, with a pretty silver-lopped wn- 
brella in her hand. 

Mr. B. [should think you were crazy, my dear, 
to take an umbrella to-day. There is not a cloud 
to be seen anywhere. 

Mrs. B. Charles, you never know in this cli- 
mate what the weather is going to be for more 
than fifteen minutes at a time. ~ Perhaps vou have 
heard the old saying, “ It’s a wise man who takes 
an umbrella when it is pleasant; any fool will 
take one when it rains.” | 

Mr. B. Don't appropriate that saying, my dear, 
for it makes no reference to a woman's carrying 
an umbrella at all, A woman never has any idea 
when to carry an umbrella, and— 

Mrs. B. And then, I suppose, there should al- 
ways be a man on hand ready to hold one over 
her when it rains, That, Charles, is a luxury which 
we can’t expect here in Massachusetts, and I for 
one am not sorry itis so. A man does not under- 
stand how to hold an umbrella over anything but 
his own silk hat. 

Mr. B. You will have to walk a trifle faster, 
Mary, as I have just heard the whistle. 

Mrs. B. J really can’t hurry a bit more, and I 
wish I could go to town once without having to 
run down that dreadful hill, Why is it that you 
never allow time enough for us to walk there 
comfortably ? 

Mr. B. 1 did, but it took you so long to put on 
that new bonnet, and then you would go back for 
that useless umbrella, which you no more need 
than— 

Mrs. B. Indeed Ido. If it does not rain I shall 
want it to use asa sunshade; and when vou knew 
I had on my new bonnet, the least you could have 
done would have been to bring an umbrella for 
me in the first place. 

Mr. B. Oh, by-the-way, is that the thirty-five- 
dollar bonnet I yot a bill for yesterday— 

Mrs. B. Charles, I hear the train. 

Mr. B. That's so, and [ bave a directors’ meet- 
ing the first thing this morning. 

Mrs. B. Yourun for it, Charles—please do—and 
I will take the next one; it -is only fifteen min- 
utes later. [Mr. B. disappears, and Mrs. B strolls 
slowly down to the station. Asx she steps upon the 
platform she remarks to herself :| 1 was fooiish to 
bing an uinbrella this morning. I believe that 
I will leave it with the station-master. 

[She steps into the waiting-room, and appears 
without it just as the train stops at the 
station. 


12.30 p.m. (Mrs. Brown is standing inside of the 
outer ylass doors of a great diy-goods store, hope- 
lessly watching the heavy vain-drops which are 
persistently descending without. As Mrs. Green 
starts lo leave the store, Mrs. Brown rushes tow- 
ard her, exclarming :) 

Mrs. B. 1 am so giad to see a friend with an 
umbrella! I have stood here for a perfect age, 
waiting for it to stop raining. Will you let me 
walk over to Tremont Street with you when you 
ru % 

Mrs. G. I should be perfectly delighted. Come 
right along. I am so pleased to think I appeared 
just in the nick of time. I am getting so English 
now that I hardly stir from the house without an 
umbrella. Did anything ever equal the weather 
this season for uncertainty ? 

Mrs. B. 1 always believe in being prepared for 
an emergency, and I started from home this morn- 
ing with an umbrella; but Mr. Brown made so 
much fun of me that I foolishly left it at the 
station. 

Mrs. G. That is always the way with afman. 
Mr. Green has such a horror of carrying anything 
superfluous about with him that he would rather 
be drenched a hundred times than carry an um- 
brella one pleasant day. Mr. Green may be worse 
than most men, but it-requires all my threats and 
persuasions to get him to take an umbrella even 
when it rains. 

Mrs. B. I think I will take this next ear, as it 
goes by the station, and I am so much obliged to 
you for your protection from the elements. 

Mrs. G. I will take the same car, as it goes 
almost to my own door. 

[Zhey stop the car and enter. There is one 
vacant seat on the left. 

Mrs. B. You sit there, Mrs. Green. 

Mrs. G. Ob no; I insist upon your taking it. 

Mrs. B. But I don’t care to sit down, and you 
know that I get out first. 

Mrs. G. Then of course you must sit down, and 
I will take the seat when vou get out. [Another 
lady enters the car, and as she approaches the empty 
seat Mra. Green drops into it, remarking,| Well, 
it is too bad not to have the seat occupied. 

[A gentleman nezt to her rises, and offers his 
seat to Mrs. Brown. 

Mrs. B. No, indeed; keep your seat; I had 
much rather stand. 

[She nevertheless sinks into the seat. They 
continue to converse until the station is 
reached, when Mrs. Brown rises hastily, 
and after exhausting the conductor's pa- 
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tience by her numerous last words to Mrs. 
Green, she sails out of the car, carrying 
in her hand the umbrella, which has stood 
between them. She reaches the sidewalk 
before she realizes this fact. 

Mrs. B. Oh, what have I done! Here-—stop! 
stop, Isay! [She waves at the receding car. The 
conductor has vanished from sight, however, and 
all the men on the back platform are looking the 
other cay | Ob, what will Mrs. Green think of 
me! How could I be so absent-minded! I sup- 
pose it was owing to her thrilling description of 
that splendid new charity which provides a happy 
home for all the poor little sick and forsaken 
dogs. I’m sure she will know it was accidental, 
and I will send it back as soon as I can; besides, 
the car takes her almost to her door. 

[Mrs. B. enters the station. 

[Jn the mean time Mrs. Green gets ready to 
leave the car at her own street, and ax she 
prepares to rise she looks for her wnbrel- 
la, but finds it gone; then she remembers 
that the man who sat next to her has but 
just risen to leave the car. She hastily 
rises and looks about, remarking audibly, 

Mrs. G. Has any one seen an ivory-handled 
umbrella? [No one responds, and she waves at 
the conductor.] Stop that man in the rubber coat. 
He has taken my woubrella. 

[Zhe car hax stopped for him to get off, and 
she hurreedly alights beside him, while the 
car goes on, leaving them confronting each 
other from the opposite sides of a large 
mud-puddle, He holds toward her a buck- 
horn-hanudled umbrella, which bears the 
name A. P. Drake conspicuously engraved 
upon a silver plate. 

Mr. D. If this is your umbrella, madam, allow 
me to restore it to you at once. 

Mrs. G. Oh, 1 beg a thousand pardons! I 
thought you must— I could not think what had 
become of mine. It was a dreadful mistake. 

[She puts her hand regretfully up to her bon- 
net. 

Mr. D, (opens his umbrella and holds it over 
her). Jt was not flattering to my pride, I assure 
you, but allow me to heap coals of fire upon your 
head by sheltering your bonnet to its destination. 

Mrs G. I have only a few steps to go, but I 
appreciate your kindness most fully, and I cannot 
apologize half enough for my rudeness. This is 
the house. [He glances up at the door-plate. 

Mr. D. Why, is it possible that you are Mrs. 
Maxwell Green ? 

Mrs. G. I certainly am. 

Mr. D. Why, I have known your husband for 
years, and have been intending to look him up 
ever since I came to Boston. Have you never 
heard him speak of Arthur Drake ? 

Mrs. G. Yes,indeed, very often; and now you 
must come in and get dry. Yes, I insist; Max 
will be home to luncheon, and would never for- 
give me if I let you go. 

[After some further hesitation Drake decides 
to yo in» he leaves his dripping umbrella 
in the vestibule. 

Mrs. G. Leave your coat here in the hall, and 
come right up into the sitting-room, where there 
is a cozy wood fire. 

[As Drake walks into the silting-room, Miss 
Green runs downstairs, with her hat and 
mackintosh on. 

Miss G. Oh, mamma! I’m so glad you have 
come in! I am going down to take luncheon 
with Alice Browning. I think I will take your 
umbrella. [Mrs. G., who has entered the sitting- 
room, does not hear her last remark.| How it 
pours! 

[She puts up Mr. Drake’s umbrella and hur- 
res away At the corner she is overtaken 

: by her next-door neighbor, Courtney Tur- 
ner, with lis coat collar turned up, and a 
soft hat pulled down over his ears. 

Turner. Why, is that Miss Green under such 
a big umbrella? 1 wondered who was the happy 
owner. Somebody kindly borrowed mine from 
the office this morning, without saying “ By your 
leave.” 

Miss G. Do come under mine. I hope I’m not 
selfish enough to want the whole of such a big 
one. 

Turner. Well, since you urge it, I think I will, 
and I suppose I may be allowed the pleasure of 
holding it over you, On the whole, I think I was 
more in want of your society than of your um- 
brella, after all; so I sacrificed a whole cigar 
when I saw you from my window opening that 
big umbrella on the steps. 

Miss G. T never expected that any one would 
make such a tremendous sacrifice on my account, 
and I do thoroughly appreciate your disinterest- 
edness in wanting to hold a big heavy umbrella 
over me; but your statements don’t coincide very 
well: if I recall your first remarks, you were much 
surprised to find that I was the happy owner, etc. 

Turner. True, I was surprised to think you 
owned such a large one. I thought you had 
taken somebody else’s by accident, but I see it’s 
all right—name on the handle. [He serutinizes 
the plate.| You have been borrowing some one’s 
property. Who is A. P. Drake? 

Miss G. (much surprised), A. P. Drake! Why, 
I thought I took mamma’s umbrella. She cer- 
tainly brought it home with her, for it was wet 
when I found it in the vestibule, 

Turner, Never mind, it will keep the rain off 
you just as well as if vou were Mr. Drake; and 
think how much better off vou are than you would 

be if Mr. Drake had gone off with your umbrella. 
It is a pretty good one, by-the-way, English make. 
I think I should hold on to it if I were vou; you 
can have his name scratched off easily enough. 

Miss G. Oh, Mr. Turner, how unkind you are! 
If you don’t stop talking that way I shall turn 
round and make you walk home again with me 
while I leave the old umbrella. . 

Turner (stopping). A first-rate idea ! suppose 
we try it, and then I will walk back to Miss Brown- 
ing’s with you afterward. 


Miss G. (severely). I think I will go the rest of 
the way in a horse-car, Mr. Turner. fone 
[They continue to walk, however, until Miss 
Browning’s door is reached. It is at once 
thrown « by Miss Browning herself, 
who has been watching for her friend. 

Miss B. 1 knew you would not disappoint me, 
and now you must spend the night. How do you 
do, Mr. Turner? Won't you come in? 

Turner. No, thanks; I’m on my way down- 
town, so I'll say good-by. . 

Miss G. Oh, Mr. Turner, wait a moment. Did 
you really expect me to stay all night, Alice? 

Miss B. I won't take no for an answer. 

Miss G. Well, if Mr. Turner will stop and tell 
mamma on his way home from the office, I should 
love to stay. 

Turner. I should be most happy to do so. 

Turns to leave. 

Miss G. And oh, would you mind taking back 
that umbrella? I should be so glad to have it 
off my mind. And you can enjoy it between 
times. [Turner departs with the umbrella. 


3 o'clock p.m. (Mr.and Mrs. Green and Mr. Drake 
are seated about the sitting-room fire.) 


Drake (rising). I really must be going. You: 


can’t think how much I have enjoyed myself ; it 
seems like old times to see Max once more. 
thank you for your hospitality, Mrs. Green, and 
believe me I am truly grateful for the umbrella 
episode. 

Mrs.-G. I am s0 sorry you must go; we have 
hardly caught a glimpse of you vet. 

Mr. G. helps Drake on with his coat, and 
opens the door. 

Mr. G. 1 believe you left that famous umbrella 
here. 

Drake. Yes; I stood it up outside the inner 
door. 

Mr. G. It is not here. [Calls up.) Fanny, 
what was done with Mr. Drake’s umbrella? It 
is not in tne vestibule. 

Mrs. G. No one has touched it. Look again. 
_ Mr. G It is certainly gone. I hope it hasn’t 
been stolen.’ We never had such a thing happen. 

Drake (laughing). Don’t worry about it; you 
know umbrellas are common property, and I 
hardly need one with my rubber coat. 

Mr. G. I won't let you off without one, how- 
ever. You must take mine, which, by-the-way, 
belongs to somebody else. I made an exchange 
down-town at some office this morning, and I 
rather got the best of it,as mine was an old one. 
You keep it, and I will send yours around as soon 
as it turns up. 

Drake. Well, for the sake of peace, I will take 
it. Good-by, and I shall see you again before 
long. [As he walks off he soliloquizes:] What 
a symphony in umbrellas! Of course some one 
stole mine from that vestibule. I hope that Green 
won't feel bound to replace it. 


6 o'clock p.m. (Courtney Turner boards an up- 
town car, umbrella in hand, and finds a seat 
in the corner near the front door He soon be- 
comes conscious of the fact that the man who oc- 
cupies the opposite corner of the car has his eyes 
Sized upon him. He also notices that the eyes 
of his vis-a-vis turn from tame to time toward 
the handle of the umbrella which he supports. 
Turner gladly avails himself of the entrance 
of a lady to rise from his seat and withdraw 
Srom such steadfast scrutiny. . As he steps upon 
the front platform a hand is laid ts arm, 
and a stern voice demands :) 
Drake. May I ask where you got that um- 
_brella? 
Turner (gruffly). I suppose you may, as this is 
a free country. 
[As Turner begins to wonder of this can real- 
ly be the owner of the umbrella, his eyes 
Sall upon the umbrella in the other's hand, 
which, with a start of surprise, he recog- 
nizes as his own. 
Drake (still more sternly). Will you tell me 
where you got that umbrella % 
Turner (wrathfully). No, I will not. But I 
should be glad to know how you came into pos- 
session of the one you carry. 
Drake, Confound your impudence! I tell you 
that is my umbrella. ; 
Turner, Your umbrella, indeed! Is it possible 
that you can have such effrontery? Perhaps you 
think it a delightful joke to go about stealing 
umbrellas from gentlemen’s offices; but if you 
expect to be presented with others for the asking, 
you are mistaken, sir. 
Drake. You rascal, give me my umbrella this 


@ 


moment, or I’ll have vou arrested: sneaking into. 


vestibules for umbrellas, overcoats, and I know 
not what, and then having the audacity to actu- 
ally claim— 

Turner (interrupting him). How dare you call 
me a rascal, you scoundrel! I tell you I will 
have my umbrella at once. 

Drake. Scoundrel, indeed! Give that umbrella 
to me this moment; my name is on the handle 
—A. P. Drake. I tell you I will prove it, and 
have you arrested. .I— 

Turner (a sudden light beginning to dawn upon 
him). If you are really Mr. Drake, I shall be glad 
to return your property when you have apologized 
for your unexampled behavior, sir. May I ask if 
you left your umbrella at Mrs. Maxwell Green’s 
this afternoon ? 

Drake. Oho! so you are preparing to own 
that you happened to pass that way during the 
showcr, and not having an umbrella— 

Turner (stiffly). Allow me to finish the sentence 
for you. I was passing that way without an um- 
brella, when I overtook Miss Green, who offered 
to shelter me under hers. On our way down- 
town we discovered “ A. P. Drake” on the handle 
and Miss Green (who, it is needless to say, is not 
in the habit of stealing umbrellas) was surprised 
to find that her mother must have returned from 
down-town with somebody else’s. You may have 
the satisfaction of knowing that I am now on my 
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way to Mrs. Green’s to return this self-same um- 
brella. I will refrain from asking you where you 
obtained the one which you now have in your 
possession, though this morning I would have 
ventured to assert that it belonged to me. 

Drake. My dear friend, I beg your pardon! I 
begin to see there has been some strange mis- 
take, some very queer misunderstanding. If I 
have been rude and hasty, I humbly apologize. 
This umbrella was given me by Mr. Maxwell 
Green when mine was missed, and I think he told 
me it was one he had brought home by mistake. 
If it is yours, take it by all means. Fair exchange 
is no robbery. | Hands Turner his umbrel/a, 

Turner ( presenting Drake with his). Allow me 
to return your umbrella, Mr. Drake, with thanks 
for a delightful walk which I had under it this 
noon; and since you don’t care to have me ar- 
rested, suppose we part friends. 

[Zhey shake hands, and Turner gets off the 
car. 


7 pm. (Mr. and Mrs. C. Bixby Brown are at 
© dinner.) 

Mrs, B. And so, Charles, you are responsible 
for my carrying off Mrs. Green's umbrella, for if 
you had not been so disagreeable this morning 
I should never have thought of leaving mine with 
the station-master. I don’t know what Mrs. 
Green will think of me, I’m sure You must go 
there yourself with it the very first thing in the 
morning and apologize. 

Mr. B. Yes, my dear; but I think it would be 
better to take it into Green’s office in the morn- 
ing, and tell him about it. I think he will enjoy 
the joke. Ha! ha! how like a woman! 

Mrs. B. If you do take it there, Mrs. Green will 
never hear of it for months. You know how for- 
getful you always are about such things. 

Mr. B. That is the way with women; they are 
80 impatient— 

Mrs. B. Women impatient! I like that! I 
never saw-a man who would stay quietly in his 
seat for a train to get into the station, if he had 
oceans of time to wait when he got there; and 
you know that if you had not been in such a hur- 
ry to rush in to an old directors’ meeting you 
might have staid with me until the second train. 

Mr, B. And have kept the other directors wait- 
ing while I walked up and down the platform 
twenty minutes, 

Mrs. B. There was a time when you did not 
find twenty n.inutes of my society such a dread- 
ful thing. What difference would twenty min- 
utes make to the other directors? They would 
only be grateful to you for giving them an addi- 
tional chance to talk polities. 

Mr. B. Certainly, my dear, they would have 
tather liked it if I had kept them waiting the 
whole morning. 

Mrs. B. And you know, Charles, that I never 
should have thought of leaving my umbrella at 
the station if you had been with me. After you 
had advised me not to take it, I should have held 
on to it, unless I had taken leave of every par- 
ticle of self-respect I possessed. So you see it 
was all your fault. 

Mr, B. Well, I can’t see that much harm is 
done. I presume your umbrella is still at the 
station ? , 

Mrs. B. 1 could not very well bring home two 
umbrellas when it was raining, and I had to hold 
up my skirts-—even if 1 had remembered it. 


Tuesday, 8.30 a.m. (Mr. Brown enters the station 
with an ivory-handled umbrella in his hand, and 
hails the station-master.) 


Mr. B. Have you got a silver-topped umbrella’ - 


there? My wife teft one here yesterday morning, 
and forgot to call for it when she came out from 
town. 

Station Agent. I don't think so, but I will see. 
[He disappears, and returns after a short parley 
with his assistant.} Ir ber there was one left 
here yesterday morning, but Smith says that a 
lady called for it just after the shower began. 
He was not here when it was left; but the lady 
that called for it only said, “I will take my um- 
brella now.” He said, “Is this yours?” and she 
said, ‘‘ Yes, it is,” and took it. 

[Mr. C. Bixby Brown, after making Mrs. 
Green a pleasant and informal morning 
call, spends the remainder of the day at 
nuumberlexs umbrella stores, looking for a 
special pattern of silver-topped umbrella, 

CaroLine TIcKNor. 





REAR-ADMIRAL LE ROY. 


Deatu has been busy of late in the ranks of 
the retired admirals of our little navy Within 
the short space of a month we have had to record 
the deaths of Rear-Admirals Batpwin and Simp- 
SON, and to these must be now added that of Rear- 
Admiral Witttam Engar Le Roy, who died at the 
Victoria Hotel. on the 10th instant from the ef- 
fects of a paralytic stroke. 

Rear- Admiral Lx Roy was born at Pelham, New 
York, March 14,1818 His family is among the 
oldest of New York, and his grandfather was the 
principal partner of the shipping firm of Le Roy 
& Bayarp, well known at the beginning of this 
century. His father was educated at a military 
school in Paris, and attracted the notice of Na- 
POLEON I., who offered him a commission, which 
was, however, refused. When fourteen years of 
age he was appointed Midshipman in the navy, 
being attached to the frigate Delaware, of the Med- 
iterranean Squadron. He received his commission 
as Lieutenant July 18, 1848. and served for a 
short time in the Mediterranean on Commodore 
Isaac Hutt’s flag-ship the Ohio. He was subse- 
quently assigned to the steamer Princeton, anit 
took part in the engagement with Mexican sol- 
diers at Rio Aribiqua in 1847, 

During the war af the rebellion he was in com- 
mand of the side-wheeler the Keystone State at 
the capture of Fernandina, Florida, and a year 
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later at the engagement of iron-clads off Charles- 
ton; South Carolina. In this conflict, his vessel 
being attacked in force by rebel iron-clads, whose 
heavy shot riddled his boilers and killed and 
wounded twenty-four men, he was compelled to 
haul down his flag. The rebels, however, con- 
tinuing their fire, Commander Lx Roy hoisted his 
flag again, and renewed his fire with the only gun 
that could be brought to bear. A fleet came to 
his rescue, the rebels were driven home, and the 
battered Keystone Stale was towed to Port Royal. 
In 1864, at the battle of Mobile Bay, he com- 
manded the steam-sloop Ossipee, and had the sat- 
isfaction, after a hard fight, of receiving the sur- 
render of the Confederate ram Jennessee. He re- 
ceived his Captaincy in 1866, and was promoted 
to Commodore four years later. In 1872 he was 
appointed senior officer of the Board of Exami- 
ners, and on April 5, 1874, he was made Rear- 
Admiral], and detailed to the command of the 
South Atlantic Station. When the Virginius 
trouble with Cuba arose he was appointed to the 
command of the North Atlantic Squadron, and 
he gathered a fleet of forty iron-clads to proceed 
to Cuba ; but the difficulty being amicably settled, 
the expedition was abandoned. 

Rear-Admiral Le Roy was in command of the 
European Squadron when he retired in 1880, and 
since that time he has resided for the most part 
in New York city. When he left his flag-ship, the 
Trenton, for the last time, his officers paid him 
the unprecedented honor of manning his boat 
and rowing him ashore. The deceased officer, 
whose. graceful bearing and courtly manners 
gained him the sobriquet of “the CuEsTeRFIKLD 
of the navy,” was no less popular in civilian cir- 
cles than among his officers. He was a well-known 
figure at the fashionable summer resorts, and di- 
vided his winters between New York, where he 
was a member of the Union League Club, and 
Florida. He was twice married. His first wife 
was ExizapetH Nicott Wycxorr, daughter of 
Henry Wycxorr, a New York merchant, and who 
was the mother of his two surviving children, 
Henry W. Le Roy, the treasurer of the Simonds 
Manufacturing Company, of New York, and a 
married daughter, Mrs. Gzorcr W. Tuacuer, also 
of New York. In 1881 he married Mrs. Mary 
Bertram Sroump, sister-in-law of Colonel Herman 
Stump, member-elect to Congress from Maryland. 





1S THE FAST OCEAN STEAM- 
SHIP SAFE? 


TxovueH the big new steam-ship of the Inman- 
International Line, the City of New York, has not 
yet developed the speed expected of her by her 
owners, she has made several very fast runs, and 
doubtless when the triple expansion engine with 
which she is provided has fallen into regular 
working order she may nearly, if not quite, cover 
the twenty-two and a half miles per hour so con- 
fidently predicted of her. 

When the new-steam-ships of the Guion and 
the Hamburg-American lines are launched there 
will be an added probability of seeing the pre- 
sent record speedily broken in the struggle that 
will inevitably follow. Indeed Mr. Pearce, chair- 
man of the Guion Line, has declared that the day 
is not far distant when the Atlantic will be crossed 
in four days without in any way sacrificing safety 
to speed. Further improvements universally 
adopted, like the triple expansion engine and 
forced draught, doorless water-tight compart- 
ments, and powerful pumps, equal to throwing 
out forty to fifty tons of water per minute, will, 
he is confident, make the brecsogh on of the future 
both safe and fast. 

The testimony of several distinguished steam- 
ship captains demonstrates satisfactorily that a 
passenger on board a very fast ocean steamer is, 
to say the least, quite as safe as on a slow one. 
Increased speed does not necessarily add to the 
danger. On the contrary, it is claimed that the 
ship of great power not only diminishes the pe- 
riod of exposure to such dangers as there may be 
in the transatlantic voyage, but that she is also 
better fitted for meeting these dangers. Fast 
ships are superior as sea boats to ships of smaller 
power, more easily handled in fogs and heavy 
weather despite their enormous size, and, as Cap- 
tain Murray, of the Alaska, pointed out, “ Their 
speed often enables them to make land by day- 
light and to save tides when slower ships would 
have to approach a treacherous coast at night 
and anchor outside the harbor while waiting for 
a tide.” When the Britannic and Germanic, of « 
the White Star Line, first came out, they were 
looked upon as marvels of speed, and fears were 
entertained that such speed would be dangerous, 
and that collisions would certainly occur. As 
time passed on, and passage after passage was 
made with stich precision that almost the hour 
of arrival could be accurately determined, and as 
no accident happened, the confidence of the pub- 
lic was finally gained, and travellers were glad to 
take passage by them, and thereby curtail the 
tedium and distress which are often (as in the 
notable case of the late Henry Ward Beecher, for 
instance) inseparable from the most luxurious 
and expeditious navigation. Both ships are still 
running, and with the exception of the collision 
between the Britannic and the Celtic in May, 
1887, they have been exempt from accidents. 
Since the advent of the Britannic and Germanic, 
the Cunard, Inman, Guion, French, and North 
German Lloyd lines have all built ships superior 
in size and speed to the two named, and the 
eight-day passages of the White Star steamers 
have been reduced to a little over six days by the 
Etruria and the Umbria of the Cunard Line. 
The French and North German Lloyd’s, too, have 
reduced theirs from ten and eleven days to about 
seven, and without any serious disaster. These 
facts most clearly demonstrate to the travelling 
public the fact that the increase of speed in the 
passenger steamers of the present day has not 
caused an increase of danger, and that they are 
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quite as safe as the slow steamers of the past. 
The vessel that is the shortest time at sea is the 
shortest time in danger, if the system of insur- 
ance is considered, and the vessel that can go 
twenty miles an hour in clear weather can afford 
to lay to for hours in thick weather or fog, while, 
as admitted by the chairman of the Cunard Com- 
pany at one of its recent meetings, the full cap- 
ital of a single fast Atlantic liner is saved in a 
year by the maintenance of special services with 
a boat less. 

Apropos of the question of expense, it may be 
remembered by those interested in such matters 
that the author of Merchant Shipping vigorously 
declaimed ten years ago against what he called 
“the almost insane desire for increased speed in 
locomotion by land and sea,” by persons who did 
not consider that high speed involved increased 
danger, and accordingly increased cost in naviga- 
tion. Now it is no doubt true that high speed 
can only be maintained by high power, and that 
high speed and high power require stronger parts 
in everything: in the material of which the ship 
is built, as well as additional firemen and ex- 
penditure of fuel. All this is well understood 
by ship-builders, who can strengthen the vessels 
they turn out to any speed that is required, leav- 
ing the extra expenditure entirely to the owners 
for which they are intended. On the other hand, 
however, it is a noteworthy fact, in connection 
with the question of cost, that during the last 
ten years an increased tonnage of fifty per cent. 
has been propelled forty-three per cent. more 
miles by only forty per cent. increase in coal con- 
sumption, a marked economy being thus effected. 

When the ill-starred Collins Line was competing 
with the Cunard, Mr. Bayard, one of the manage- 
ment, in speaking on behalf of his proposal to 
“run the Cunarders off the Atlantic,” said, “ We 
must have speed, extraordinary speed—a speed 
with which our vessels can overtake any vessel 
they pursue, and escape from any vessel they wish 
to avoid.” The Cunard Company gained in the 
struggle, partly through good fortune and partly 
through superior management, though not as re- 
gards speed. But Mr. Bayard’s ideas are entirely 
shared by British ship-owners at the present day, 
when high class merchant vessels are specially 
built with a view to being selected, at most remun- 
erative rates, on the mere rumor of war, to act as 
armed cruisers supremely qualified either for pur- 
suit or avoidance of the enemy. In actual war 
such vessels could run the Atlantic blockade, 
while it would be unsafe to allow slow vessels to 
put to sea, for their capture would be certain. 

But there would seem to be a peril connected 
with the ocean véyage much more serious than 
any supposed to arise from « high rate of speed. 
This peril springs from the want of adequate 
sound signals for use in foggy weather. Several 
different codes have been laid before the English 
Board of Trade and the Admiralty, but although 
the necessity for such signals has been strongly 
asserted by seafaring men, none have as yet been 
adopted. The international rules of to-day, with 
one or two slight exceptions, are the same as they 
were years ago. Ships at sea depend entirely 
upon visible and audible signals to convey to each 
other information of their whereabouts and the 
courses steered. The mast-head and colored side 
lights of steamers are often insufficient to pre- 
vent collisions at night even in clear weather; in 
thick fog they are, of course, entirely useless. 
Signals by sound are found almost equally unsat- 
isfactory. When in « fog the only means a com- 
mander has of making known his approach to 
another vessel is the single blast of the steam- 
whistle, which conveys no information regarding 
the course he is steering. The ear is incapable, 
in many instances, of locating the quarter whence 
the sound proceeds. Even were accurate obser- 
vation possible, the deflection of the sound from 
waves, and its refraction in passing from dense 
to lighter fog, or vice versa, would so modify the 
course of the sound waves that when they reached 
the ear they would not indicate the true bearing 
of the other ship. The new codes proposed give 
certain blasts for each point of the compass, so 
that a vessel using one of them can, it is claimed, 
indicate to an approaching vessel the course she 
is steering. The different steam-ship companies 
acknowledge the necessity for such signals, and 
would willingly use them as an additional element 
of safety; but as the Board of Trade, with pro- 
verbial British slowness, has taken no measures 
in that direction, it is useless to adopt them un- 
less: they can be enforced generally. ‘Conse- 
quently the present system of fog signals limits 
itself. to the use of the long and short blasts, 
or high and low pitched notes, to convey infor- 
mation. The system is ineffective because it re- 
quires a complicated telegraphic code, such as few 
seamen would understand or use to transmit the 
information needed by ships approaching each 
other; and even if sea officers generally learned 
such a code, it would fail of its purpose quite as 
often as it succeeded. It does not help a captain 
much to know the course another ship is steer- 
ing if he does not know whether that ship is ahead, 
astern, or on either beam. 

It appears, therefore, that people who go to 
sea cannot yet hope to be free from the dan- 
gers of collisions in a fog. There is absolutely 
no certain protection against them except such 
as is to be found in the strength of the ship her- 
self. It is here that the future is full of prom- 
ise. Ifthe experiment of the Cily of New York 
with water-tight bulkheads to the upper deck, 
with no openings through them, is to succeed, the 
dangers of a collision will be reduced to a mini- 
mum, for a ship so constructed will be absolute- 
ly unsinkable. “The question of safety,” says 
the Messrs. Thompson, the builders of the City of 
New York, “is not wholly dependent on avoiding 
collisions ; if proper structural arrangements are 
made, a ship may be as eafe after a collision as 
before it.” The promise is comforting in the 
highest degree ; let us hope that even in our day 
it will be made good. 
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GENERAL R. B. AYRES. 


Tue army loses a gallant and distinguished sol- 
dier, a man whose genial qualities endeared him 
to a large circle of friends, in the death of Brevet 
Major-General Romern B. Ayres, Colonel of the 
Second Artillery, which occurred December 4th 
at Fort Hamilton. Born in Montgomery County, 
New York, December 20, 1825, he graduated from 
West Point in 1847, just in time, as Brevet. Sec- 
ond Lieutenant of the Fourth Artillery, to share 
in the final operations of the war with Mexico. 
Made Second Lieutenant of the Third Artillery 
September 22, 1847, he became First Lieutenant 
March 16, 1852, and was employed in garrison 
and frontier duty until the outbreak of the civil 
war. Then he was made a Captain in the Fifth 
Artillery. It is doubtful whether any officer took 
part in more battles than General Ayres, whose 
history is coincident with that of the Army of the 
Potomac. He was engaged at Blackburn’s Ford, 
July 18, 1861, and three days afterward at Bull 
Run. He was Chief of Artillery, first of W. T. 
Swirn’s division and then of the Sixth Corps, 
through the Peninsula campaign and the Mary- 
land campaign of McCietxan, and until April, 
1868. At Chancellorsville he commanded a bri- 
gade in the Fifth Corps, and at Gettysburg and 
afterward throughout the war a division of the 
same corps. His brevets alone tell a remarkable 
story of continuous field duty, that of Major being 
given to him for Gettysburg, that of Lieutenant- 
Colonel for the Wilderness campaign, that of 
Colonel for the battle on the Weldon Railroad, 
that of Brigadier-General for Five Forks, and that 
of Major-General for gallant and meritorious ser- 
vices in the field during the war. In addition he 
had a brevet of Major-General of Volunteers for 
“conspicuous gallantry in the battles of the Wil- 
derness, Spottsylvania, Jericho Mills, Bethesda 
Church, Petersburg, and Globe Tavern, and for 
faithful services in the campaign.” He had held 
the rank also of Brigadier-General of Volunteers. 

After the war he was appointed Lieutenant- 
Colonel of the Twenty-eighth Infantry, but was 
transferred to the Third Artillery in 1870, and 
became Colonel of the Second in 1879. A son 
by his first marriage is Lieutenant C. G. Ayrxs, 
Tenth Cavalry, and his second wife and two young 
daughters survive him. He had come North from 
his head-quarters at St. Augustine last April for 
medical treatment, and had resided at Fort Ham- 
ilton, where the funeral ceremonies took place. 
Thence the body of the gallant veteran was taken 
by sorrowing friends and comrades to Washing- 
ton, and buried with military honors in Arlington 
Cemetery. 





BOSTON’S NEW MAYOR. | 


Mr. Tuomas Norton Hart, who was elected on 
the 11th inst. Mayor of Boston, inherited at his 
birth those characteristics of foresight, prudence, 
energy, and honesty which are the possession of 
the descendants of so many of the old New Eng- 
land families, and which in the last generation 
or two. have done so much to imprint the influ- 
ence of New England thought and custom in all 
those parts of this country to which settlers from 
that section have gone. Mr. Harr was born in 
. the little town of North: Reading, Massachusetts, 
in 1829. His parents were country people of 
small means, and as the outlook at home was 
limited, they decided to send him, when he had 
arrived at the age of thirteen, to earn his living 
in Boston. He found employment in a dry-goods 
store on Kilby Street, then the centre of the dry- 
goods business of that city, and exhibited suffi- 
cient evidences of natural ability to convince his 
employers that his opportunities in life would be 
larger if he possessed a better education. It was 
therefore at their suggestion that, after he had 
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been rather more than a year in their employ, he 
concluded to go back to his old home, re-enter 
school, and make up what both he and they rec- 
ognized to be his deficiencies in the ordinary 
rudiments of knowledge. After a school term of 
eight months he returned to Boston, ‘at fifteen 
years of age, and found employment as clerk in 
a retail hat store on Hanover Street. Six years 
later he made a change, obtaining a position as 
salesman in a jobbing house dealing in hats and 
furs, and gave in this position such evidences of 
ability that five years later, when twenty-six years 
of age, he was taken as a partner into the firm. 
In 1860 Mr. Harr formed the firm of Hart, Tay- 
Lor, & Co., of which he is still in name the head, 
and continued in business until December, 1877, 
when, having ded in ing a ider- 
able fortune, he concluded to retire from active 
business. A year later he was elected President 
of the Mount Vernon National Bank—a position 
which he still holds, but which has demanded but 
a few hours of his time each day. About the 
same time he was elected a member of the Bos- 
ton Common Council, serving in that branch 
three years, and afterward was honored for three 
years by his constituents by elections to the Board 
of Aldermen. These six years of service in the le- 
gislative branch of the city government of Boston 
will prove of great service to him in the position to 
which he is now elected, for during that period he 
served on almost all of the important committees, 
and by the time and intelligence which he was 
prepared to give to public work he obtained an 
insight into the methods of municipal govern- 
ment. On a purely political basis the city of 
Boston is strongly Democratic. In past elec- 
tions it has been found necessary by the non- 
partisan citizens to nominate a Democrat in or- 
der to secure the election of their candidate, for 
the reason that a sufficient number of Democrat- 
ic voters could not be obtained for a candidate 
who was known to be a Republican. But the 
experience, the leisure, and the unquestionable 
ability of Mr. Hart made a large number of his 
fellow-citizens look upon him as an exceptionally 
promising candidate in spite of his strong Repub- 
lican affiliations. In 1886 the nomination of a 
Labor candidate for the Mayoralty gave the Re- 
publicans of Boston confidence in the possibility 
of winning a political victory with Mr. Harr as 
their candidate. In this hope they were dis- 
appointed, for the Democratic candidate, Mayor 
O’Brien, was re-elected by a plurality of more than 
4000. In the following year the methods pur- 
sued by the Democratic machine in municipal pol- 
itics disgusted so many of the respectable mem- 
bers of the party that it was thought that Mr. 
Hart would be able to overcome the nominal 
adverse majority, His friends were again disap- 
pointed, for on this occasion Mayor O’Brien se- 
cured a re-election, though with a majority brought 
down to about 1500, During the past year the 
dissatisfaction at the metnods of the political ma- 
chine further. increased, and at the election on 
the 11th inst. Mr, Harr secured a majority of 
about 2000, although the vote in Boston in the 
national election of the month previous had given 
Mr. CLEVELAND a plurality of more than 8000. 
It is the opinion of those who know Mr. Harr 
best that he will give the citizens of Boston an 
honest, able, and business-like administration. 
The revised city charter accords to him the power 
of removing at discretion those administrative 
officials with whose methods he is not satisfied, 
while all offices are filled by him, subject, how- 
ever, to the confirmation of a majority of the 
Board of Aldermen. As in the Board of Alder- 
men of next year eight out of twelve members are 
friendly to Mr. Hart, both for personal and polit- 
ical reasons, there is no reason for thinking that 
any obstacle will b¢ thrown in his way in his effort 
to reform the many and serious abuses that exist. 
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THOMAS N. HART, THE NEWLY ELECTED MAYOR OF 
BOSTON.—From a Puorograrpu ny J. W. Braok & Co.—(Sex Page 987.) 


THE TROUBLE AT BIRMINGHAM, 


A crowp of men appeared at the entrance of the jail at Bir- 
mingham, Alabama, at eleven o’clock on the night of Saturday, 
December 8th, with the expressed intention of lypching Ricnarp 
R. Hawes, a railroad engineer, who was confined there on a charge 
of having atrociously murdered his wife and daughter. The action 
of the mob was in no sense a sudden outburst of rage and hate, 
but the result of a rather deliberately formed plan to anticipate 
the course of the law. 

On Tuesday Hawes’s daughter May was found dead in East 
Lake, a small body of water about half a mile from his home. 
As an autopsy showed that the girl had been thrown into the water 
after death, the suspicion was aroused that Hawes had murdered 
her, and that he had taken the lives of his wife and younger 
daughter, who had been missing from home since the preceding 
Sunday. Hawes married a young woman at Columbus about this 
time, and he returned to Birmingham with her on Wednesday. 
He had represented to her that he was a widower with one child. 
Subsequent developments showed how thoroughly he sought to 
make his assertion good. After the arrest of Hawss search was 
made for his wife and younger daughter. On Saturday Mrs. Hawes 
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was found at the bottom of the lake, with the back of her head 
split open, and with three large pieces of railroad iron tied to her 
body. Blood stains were found in nearly every room in the Hawes 
house, and also on the ground leading toward the lake. 

After the finding of Mrs. Hawes’s body the feeling against 
Hawes took a definite form. Sheriff SairH saw what was coming, 
and called upon Chief of Police Pickarp for aid, immediately for- 
tifying the jail, and placing armed guards about to warn off in- 
truders. The mob began to form early in the evening, yet it 
was not until an hour before midnight that the attack was made. 
By the time that the mob reached the jail it was two thousand 
strong. 

Sheriff Swira and Chief of Police Pickarp first saw the mob as 
it turned into an alleyway leading to the jail door. They called 
out to the men to stop, on pain of death. This warning was re- 
peated several times, but the mob did not take heed. Then, as the 
sheriff asserts, a shot was fired bya man in the crowd. An instant 
later, in response to a command from the sheriff, the guards fired 
a volley into the thick of the mob. The effect was awful. Three 
men were killed outright, seven were mortally wounded, and thirty 
were less seriously hurt. Six of the seven mortally wounded men 
died within a short time. The mob dispersed, and did not renew 
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the attack. When the dead and wounded were removed it was 
found that one of the victims was Maurice B. THrockmorton, 
Postmaster of Birmingham. It is claimed that he was trying to 
pacify the mob when the firing began. He died early Sunday 
morning. A. D. Bryant, a book-keeper, was killed while he too, 
it is said, was seeking to dissuade the mob from its purpose. 

On Sunday Colonel Tuomas G. Jonks, of the State militia, took 
charge of the jail, under instructions from Governor Say.  Thir- 
teen companies of troops reported to him for duty. Late Sunday 
afternoon Sheriff SwirH was arrested on a warrant charging him 
with murder. The feeling ran strongly against him among some 
of the Birmingham people, but beyond a few harsh threats no 
attempt was made to harm him. On Tuesday he was released 
on $25,000 bail, when he at once resumed his duties as sheriff. 
Governor Seay visited Birmingham on Tuesday, and made a thor- 
ough investigation of the circumstances of the case. He congrat- 
ulated the sheriff upon the faithful manner in which the law had 
been upheld and the prisoner and the county property protected. 
As fully forty men were struck by bullets from the jail when the 
attack was made, it was charged that a Gatling-gun was turned 
upon the mob. It is evident that a very large number of shots 
were fired almost at the same time. 





SHERIFF SMITH, THE LEADER OF THE DEFENCE 
OF THE JAIL. 





POSTMASTER M. B. THROCKMORTON, SHOT WHILE 
TRYING TO DISPERSE THE MOB. 
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“LAYING BACK” ON THE TRAIL. LIEUTENANT CARTER P. JOHNSON.—From a Sxutou Mave 1 THe Frevp. 
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LOYALTY. 


Un gage d’amour, you say? Yet I 
May take it lightly from you—so— 

And toss it lightlier still away, 
Because it dates from iong ago? 


Since you have seen me, you no more 
Care for the fair piedge of the past? 
Alas, then: can 1 know how long 
Your love for me will bravely last? 


I take the gage d‘amour ; and, see, 
Toss it away, even as you said; 
But in her name, not mine, for whom 

You tell me that your love is dead. 


Since you have wearied of a past, 
My loyal knight you cannot be; 
For what I love is loyalty, 
Not merely loyalty to me. 
A. W. R. 





REASONING FROM A SOUND TEXT. 


Say the doctora—and who shall say them nay ?— 
a special predisposition seems requisite to the devel- 
opment of rheumatism. Where there is this tendency, 
most of ns know from observation what a deep hold 
disease takes when once incurred and neglected for 
a short time. Is not this a sound text, then, from 
which to advocate the early use of Ilostetter'’s Stom- 
ach Bitters in a malady so hard to dislodge as rheu- 
matiam? Another thing. It is well ascertained that 
a falling off in vigor, resulting from indigestion and 
mal-nutrition, increases liability to rheumatism. What, 
then, is more likely to act as a preventive—aside from 
its remedial action—than this potent rectifier of the 
gastric troubles that increase the rheumatic tendency. 
Malaria, constipation, dyspepsia, biliousness, sleepless- 
ness, nervousness, debility, and kidney troubles suc- 
cumb to this genial preventive and remedy.—[{Adv.} 








SUCCESS. 


Ir success be the trne test of merit, it is a settled 
fact that *‘ Brown's Bronchial Troches” have no equal 
for the prompt relief of Coughs, Colds, aud Throat 
troubles. Sold only in boxes.—[Adv.] 








CATARRH CURED. 

A o-rrGrman,after years of suffering from that loath- 
some diseaxe, Catarrh, and vainly trying every known 
remedy, at last found a recipe which completely cured 
and saved him from death. Any sufferer from this 
dreadful disease sending a self-addressed stamped en- 
velope to Prof. J. A. Lawrence, 88 Warren St., New 
York City, will receive the recipe free of charge.—[Adv.) 





“BROWN’S HOUSEHOLD PANACEA,” 
Tur Great Pain Revirvern, 
For Internal and External Paine, Rheumatism, Pain in 
Stomach, Bowels,orSide, Colic, Diarrheea,Colds, Sprains, 
Burns,Scalds,Cramps,and Bruises,25c.a bottle.-{[Adv.] 








Waen baby was sick, we gave her Castoria, 





When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria, . 

When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria. 

When she had Children, she gave them ees , 
Adv. 





Cc. C. Saaywer, manufacturer of Seal-skin Gar- 
ments, newest styles, and all leading fashionable furs, 
103 Prince Street, New York. Fashion-book mailed 
free. Send your address.—[{Adv.]} 





ADVICE TO MOTHERS. 

Mas. Wixstow’s Sooruine Syevp should always be 
used for children teething. It soothes the child, soft- 
ens the gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and is 
the best remedy for diarrhea. 25c. a bottle.—[Adv.} 





Prematore Loss or THe Hatz, which is so common 
nowadays, may be entirely prevented by the use of 
Burnett's Coooainr.—[{Adv.]} 





NO CHRISTMAS TABLE 
Should be without a bottle of ANcostuna Bitters, the 
world-renowned appetizer of exquisite flavor.—[{Adv.] 





Tur Best Worm Lozenges for Children are Brown's 
Vermifuge Comfits, 25c. a box.—[Adv.] 





Tur superiority of Bugnerr’s F.avortne Extracts 
consists in their perfect purity and great strength.-[Ad.} 


Seca 





ADVERTISEMENTS. | 








GOLD MEDAL, PABIS, 1878. 


BAKER’S 
Breakfast Cocoa. 
Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has more 
than three times the strength 
of Cocoa mixed with Starch Arrow- 
root or Sugar, and is therefore far 
more economical, costing less than 
one cent a cup. It is delicious, 
nourishing, strengthening, easily di- 
gested, and admirably adapted for in- 
valids as well as for persons in health. 






Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CQ, Dorchester, Hass, 
THE KODAK CAMERA 


is one of the few things which you can offer as a 
Houipay Girt with the asenrance that it will be rui.y 
appesciater. A combination of beanty, usefulness, 
and novelty is found in the “ Kopax,” making it ac- 
ceptable to any one. 








HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


ADELINA PATTI AND CHARLES 
GOUNOD. 
(CABLEGRAM.) 

Paris, Dec. 1, 1888. 
Messrs. Steinway, New York: 

Maestro Gounod enthusiastic over your piano 
at rehearsals of ‘* Romeo and Juliet,” held at my 
hotel. He would like to know price of same. 
Auswer paid. Apexina Parti, Hotel Bristol. 


New York, Dec. 1, 1888. 
Apruina Parti, Hotel Bristol, Paris: << 
Please cable number stamped on piano to Stein- 
way, New York. Answer paid. 





Paris, Dec. 2, 1888. 
Srernway, New York: 
Piano 59,951. Compliments. 
ApELINA Patti. 
The instrument proved to be a Steinway con- 
cert parlor grand; price was cabled over, at once 
accepted, and piano ordered by cable to be de- 
livered to Maestro Charles Gounod, who sent the 
following cable despatch : 
Paris, Dec. 4, 1888. 
Messrs. Steinway, Facteur Pianos, New York: 


Mille graces, lettre suit. Govnop. 
(Translation) 
Thousand thanks, letter follows. Govnop. 


itself : 
Amsterpam, Nov. 20, 1888. 
Srrinway, Celebrated Piano-Maker, New York: 
Wanted, extra good concert piano; cable if 
one you can especially recommend in stock at 
your European agents’ or ready for shipment, 
New York. Cable prices grand and middle sizes. 
Epiavs, Consul-General. 
Messrs. Steinway & Sons also received a cable 
despatch from their London house, stating that 
her royal highness the Princess of Wales had 
just personally purchased an additional Steinway 
parlor grand for her own use. 
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THE TOY THE CHILD LIKES BEST 
1s THE ’ 
“Anchor” 
Stone 
Building 
Blocks, 
real stone, 
three colors. 
The BESTE 
P PRESENT for 
ychildren and 
For $1.75 or 
$2.00 a good 
a ae & average box. 
Apply for Descriptive Catalogue, sent post-free, to 


F. AD. RICHTER & CO., 
$10 Broadway, New York. 
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ad Boxee’s BITTERS 


- To 

uarts and Pints. L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole 
ufacturer and Proprietor, 78 John St., 
N.Y. P.O. Box 1029. 





**HOME EXERC! "9 for Brain Workere 

onl! OME Exe! iy ian pow Youths; 

the Athlete or Invalid, A complete gymnasium. Takes 
aq floor-room: 


“ How to get Strong,” says of it: I nevér saw 
any other that I liked baif as weil.” 


LANTERNS and Stereoptic 

of all grades. Delientral ae keere 
ment. A owes Business for a man 
with Smal] Capital.. Illustrated Cata- 








logue free. J. SCHEIDIG & CO., 
Manufacturers, 43 Maiden Lane, New York. 


The following cable despatch also explains 
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Constable. Ks ¢ 
FURS. 
Neal-Skin Cloaks and Jackets, 


FUR-TRIMMED CLOAKS, 


Otter and Sable Capes. 
TRIMMING FURS. 


MUFFEFS, BOAS, 
Carriage and Sleigh Robes. 


roadway HK 19th dt. 





FINE LINEN ; 


Writing Papers. 


If yon want a Day Boox made to order, 
If you want a Jovurna. made to order, 

If you want a Casu Boox made to order, 
If you want a Lepexr made to order, 

If you want a Reoorp made to order, 

If you want a Curox Boox made to order, 
If you want a Sauxs Boox made to order, 
If you want Paper for CorgrsronDENok, 
If you want Paper for, Lerrer Heavs, 

If you want Paper for Norr Hxaps, - 

If you want Paper for Birt Heaps, 

If you want Paper for Typr-Writer use, 
If you want Wnitine Parser for any purpose, 


Ask Your STATIONER OR PRINTER 

For “ Lingn Lenagr” Paper or 
“Linen Waiting” Paper, 
made by 


CRANE BROS., 
WESTFIELD, MASS. 
Used by all Srationess, 
Used by all Booxsinpres. 
Used by all Lrrnogeapuxrs, 
Used by all Painters, 
Sold, by all Paper Deaters. 





OUK TRADE-MARK. 
These ome have received the HIGHEST AWARD 


at four Wortn’s Fairs, and are recommended by all 
using them. Our papers may be known by the Ja 
anese Cranes, which are our trade-mark, and are in 
water-mark in each sheet. Send for sample books. 


HUTCHINSON'S Gloves 


Are the BEST Made 
For driving or street wear, made with 
care from selected stock, and warranted. 
Those wishing serviceable gloves, and 
to learn how to get them and save money, 
send stamp to the manufacturer for his 
book about gloves. Established 1862. 


JOHN C. HUTCHINSON, 


JOHNSTOWN, N.Y. 











J.S. FRY & SONS, Bristol, England. 
Est. 1728. 86 Prize Medals. Mfs. Chocolate & Cocoa. 
Fry’s Pure Chocolate 
for all domestic pur- 
baking, making 
confectionery, or “cho- 
colate”’—is the best in 
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WITH RUBBER HANDS & FEET. 
The Most Natural, Comfortable & Durable. 
OVER 9,000 IN USE. 

Now Patents & Important 
U. S. Gov't Manufacturer. 
Tilustrated book of 400 pages and 
formula for measuring sent free. 
_ A. A. MARKS, 
701 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY. 
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WANT A DOG 


Bog GUYSRE GUICE. | 


are 

worth, and where to ay tee 
Mailed for 15 Cents. 

ASSOCIATED FANCIERS, 

ig 237 8. Eighth St. Philadelphia, Pa, 











tHE SECRET of PEARLY WHITE TEETH 

TO OTH Cures Sorr Gumus, Removes Tarrar. 

U A Gem for the Toilet. Sold.by drag- 

S @) A ») gists or postpaid receipt 25c. Wnriaut 
im & Co., Chemists, Detroit, Mich. 

new book on Birds — all 


a r facts, food, care—25 cents. 


G. A. HOLDEN, 20 Sixth Avenue, New York. 


PUT IT ON YOUR LIST. 


MYRRH 









Safe by express. Singer, 
S $2.00. Send for list. Holden's 





Wr mean the “ Kopak” Camera, which is the most. 


pular article yet presented as a Holiday gift. Your 
ist of “ remembrances ” will be incomplete without it. 


SUNDAY SCHOOL CARDS! ses 


Seitiaher PRINTING 





ing Oards 
Ww. oc. EVANS, SON, Oh St.) Philadelphia. 


You can live at home and make more money at work for us 
than at anything else int the world. Either sex ; all ages. Cost- 
ly outfit FREE. Terms FREK. Address, TRUE & Co., Augusta, Maine 





VOLUME XXXII, NO. 1670. 


Harper & Brothers’ 


BOOKS FOR. 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 


SUPERB ART WORKS 
Illustrated by 


ABBEY and PARSONS. 


OLD SONGS. With Drawings by Epwin 
A. ABBEY and ALFRED PaRsoNs. With 
Mounted India Proof Frontispiece, left loose 
for framing. 4to, Ornamental Leather Cover, 
Gilt Edges, $7.50. (/n a Box.) 

Mr, Abbey's illustrations of these Old Songs 
breathe an abundant sympathy with their spirit. 
The work of an artist saturated with his sub- 
ject, a master in pen-and-ink designs, charm- 
ingly vivacious, versatile, and appreciative. Mr. 
Parsons’s ‘head-pieces and tail-pieces are most 
delicate.—N, Y, Tribune. 


Z 





SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. A Com- 
edy. By Dr. GoLDsmiTH. With Five Full- 
page Photogravure Plates, Five Proofs on 
ndia Paper of Full-page Drawings, and 
numerous other Illustrations by EDWIN A. 
ABBEY and ALFRED Parsons. Folio, Leath- 
er, Illuminated, Gilt Edges, $20.00. (/7 a Box.) 
Jt seems to attain the very summit of excel- 

lence as an art production.—AUSTIN DOBSON. 


II. 
“Harper’s Young People” for 
1888. 


Volume IX., for 1888. With 756 Illustrations 
and g28 Pages. 4to, Cloth, Ornamental, 
$3.50. Vols. I. to VII. out of print. 


IIT. 


Colonel Knox’s New Book. 


The Boy Travellers in Australasia. Adven- 
tures of Two Youths in a Journey to the 
Sandwich, Marquesas, Society, Samoan, and 
Feejee Islands, and through the Colonies of. 
New Zealand, New South Wales, Queens- 
land, Victoria, Tasmania, and South Aus- 
tralia. By THomas W. Knox, Author of 
‘* Boy Travellers in the Far East,” &c. With 
Maps and 436 Illustrations. Square 8vo, 
Cloth, Ornamental, $3.00. 


IV. 
C. C. Coffin’s New Book. 


Marching to Victory. Second Period of the 
War of the Rebellion, including the Year 
1863.. By CHARLES CARLETON COFFIN, 
Author of ‘‘ The Boys of '76,” &c. Profusely 
Illustrated. 8vo, Cloth, Ornamental, $3.00. 


Vv 


Capitals of Spanish America. 


The Capitals of Spanish America. By 
WILLIAM ELEROY CurTISs, late U. S. Com- 
missioner to the Governments of Central 
and South America. Map and Profuse 
Illustrations. 8vo, Cloth, $3.50. 





Important New Books 


Published To-Day: 
I 


W. D. HOWELLS. 


ANNIE KILBURN. A Novel. By W. 
D. Howe .ts, Author of ‘ Indian“ Sum- 
mer,” ‘‘The Rise of Silas Lapham,” 
** April Hopes,” ‘‘ Modern Italian Poets,” 
&c. pp. 331. 12mo, Cloth, $1.50. 


II. 
WALTER BESANT. 


Illustrated Library Edition. 


ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF 
MEN. A Novel. By WALTER BESANT. 
pp. x., 412. 12mo, Cloth, $1.25. 

THE WORLD WENT VERY WELL 
THEN. A Novel. By WALTER BEsANT. 
12mo, Cloth, $1.25. 


III. 
Harper's Young People Series, 
No. 31. 


CHRYSTAL, JACK, & CO., anpD DELTA 
BIXBY. Two Stories by KIRK MUNROE, 
Author of ‘‘ Wakulla,” ‘‘The Flamingo 
Feather,” ‘‘ Derrick Sterling,” &c. Illus- 
trated. pp. 222. 16mo, Cloth, $1.00. 


HARPER & BROTHERS, New York. 


tar” The above works are for sale by all booksellers, or 
will be sent by Harper & BROTHERS, postage pre- 
paid, to any part of the United States or Canada, on 
receipt of the price. Haxrgr's CATALOGUE sent on 
receipt of Ten Cents in stamps. 


















































AT THE CAPITAL. | 
“Otp Restent (to new-comer). ‘No, de Chinese minister doan live dah ; yudder side dat house.” 
“New-Comer. “ Well, dat’s er mighty fine house. I kyarn see how er man kin make ’nuff 
money washin’ an’ i’nin’ to bill sech er fine one.” 





The Best in the World. 


Senator Henry C. Nelson, of New 
York, writes: 

“Senate CHAMBER, ALBANY, N. Y., t 
April 4, 1885. 

On the 27th of February, 1883, I was taken 
with a violent pain in the region of the kidneys. 
I suffered such agony that I could hardly stand 
up. As soon as possible I applied two ALLCock’s 
Porovs .Puasters, one over each kidney, and 
laid down. In an hour, to my surprise and de- 
light, the pain had vanished and I was well, 
I wore the plasters for a day or two as a pre- 
caution, and then removed them. I have been 
using ALLcock’s Porous Piasters in my family 
for the last ten years, and have always found 
them the quickest and best external remedy for 
colds, strains, and rheumatic affections. From 
my experience I believe they are the best plas- 
ters in the world.” 


Beéware of imitations, and do not 
be deceived by misrepresentations. 
Ask for Allcock’s, and let no ex- 
planation or solicitation induce you 
to accept a substitute. 


yx — Rich Holiday Gifts. 
DIAMONDS and WATCHES 


A SPECIALTY. 
Importers and Manufacturers. 


Watches, Diamonds, Chains, Rich 
Jewelry, and Silverware. 





Try “‘ The Benedict,” only perfect cuff or sleeve and 
collar button made. The Patent back can be put on 
any sleeve button. 


BENEDICT BROTHERS, 
Keepers of the Crry Tims, Benedict Building, 171 
Broadway, cor. Cortlandt St., N. x. 5 
BENEDICT’S 'TIME, 
Established 1821. 


BROWN BROTHERS & CO., 
569 WALL STREET, N. Y. 


Bills of Exchange,Commercial and Travellers'Credits 
available in any ere of the world. 
Collection in all foreign countries. 








BEAUTY 
Skin & Scalp 
RESTORED 


se by 


oe¢ 
rd 





comparable to the Curiovra Remezvries in their 

marvellous properties of cleansing, purifying, and 

beautifying the skin, and in curing torturing, dix 

figuring,’ itching, scaly, and pimply <iseases of the 
and blood, with loss of hair. 

Curioura, the es Skin Cure, and Curiovra Soar, 

n Beautifier, prepared from it, ex- 


Purifier, internally, cnre every form of skin and blood 
disease, from pimples to scrofula. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curiovra, 50c.; Rrsor- 
vent, $1; Soap, 25c. Prepared by the Purrzr Duce 
ann Cuemtoat Co., Boston, Mass. 

Send for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 





aa ©6Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oil 
= ekin prevented by Curicura Soap. . m7 


$4 for this La- 





Dull Aches, Pains, and Weaknesses instantly 
relieved by the Curiovra Anti-Pain Prasren, 
the only pain-killing plaster. 25c. 

















’ Ar 
dy’s Rocker Cc es i r wy i = 
in Tapestry ported Wilton 
and mar 
Plush, at 
reduced hemes vegans 

from | = from 
$6.50, 4 oe $40. 


Brooklyn Furniture Co., 
559 to 571 Fulton 8t., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
for illustrated 


STEINWAY 
The Standard Pianos of the World! 


The Largest Establishment in Existence. 
Warerooms: Steinway Hall, New York. 
BA ins @ Gay. Samples worth $1.50, FRI 











FREE. 
Lines not under the horses’ feet. Write Barw- 
eten’s Sarxty Rein Horper Co., Holly, Mich. 








ch nor 


Pointed pens never scrat 
spurt; they hold more ink and iast longer. 
Seven Sorte, for ledger, rapid, or pro- 

writing. 


Price $1.20 and $1.50 per gross. 


holders 
the pen from blotting, but 
Price 5, 16, and 20 cents. Of all Stationers. 








not only prevent 
give a firm grip. 
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CHRISTMAS, '88. 


MeEssENnGER Boy. “‘ Message fur yer, Boss.” 


Merssencer Boy. “ Number six hundred an’ 


Santa Cravs. “Bless my stars and garters! 


Santa Cravs. “ Well, if you Americans don’t beat all! 
MessenGer Boy. “ Axed a noospaper reporter, an’ come by ’lectricity.” 


Who are you, and where did you come from 2” 
twinty; from New York.” 
How did you find me out?” 





Qk 


CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 
Fans for Brides, Opera, and Receptions. 


Richest, newest, and most fashionable Ostrich, 
Gauze, and Painted Fans, f the very first 
makers in London, Paris, and Vienna. 


LONDON AND PARIS KID AND SUEDE GLOVES 
For Ladies, Gentlemen, and Children. 


LONDON UMBRELLAS, in Natural Wood, 
Ivory, Onyx, Crocodilite, Labrodite, Buckhorn, 
and a variety of beautiful handles. 


26%128 Cheolawt St: 
Miiladelphia 











\90 CIGARS FREE. 
introduce our Pry’ mr Queen’’ cigar. We 


of © y Post or 
xpress Office in the U. Also one year’s sub- 
seription 0 t upon re 
ceipt of four dollars the yearly rate for that pop- 
ular illustrated pame and 





BEAUTIFUL SCENES 


are presented on every hand at this season of the 
ear. A complete record of them may be obtained 
y the wonderfal little “* Konax ” Camera, which ony. 
body can nse. As a Hotipay Girt the “Konak” is 
the “ proper thing,” the present fashionable craze of 
amatenr photography owing its remarkably rapid 


growth to the introduction of this camera. 





CUBAN 33-inch ‘Cadet, $10.00 1000, 





Sample hox by mail, 80c. ta wanted, 
CIGARS. J. ~ LGUELO. 246 6th renee, N.Y. 


Five Christmas Numbers. 


I. 

HARPER’S WEEKLY, pub- 
lished December 15th. 24 
pages and cover, 10 cents. 
Subscription $4.00 a year. 





II. 

HARPER’S MAGAZINE for 
December. No continued 
articles or stories. 35 cents. 
Subscription $4.00 a year, 


iil. 

HARPER’S BAZAR, pub- 
lished December 7th. 28 
pages and cover, 10 ¢ents. 
Subscription $4.00 a year. 


IV. 
HARPER’S YOUNG PEO. 
PLE, published December 


4th. 24 pages and cover,5 
cents. Subscription $2.00 a 
year. 


v. 

YULE-TIDE STORIES and 
PICTURES. 16 full-page 
Illustrations. 4to, Paper, 25 
cents. Christmas Number 
of Harper's Franklin Square 
Library. 





For sale by booksellers and newsdealers. 





Booksellers and Postmasters usually receive subscrip- 
tions. Subscriptions sent direct to the Publishers should 
be accompanied by Post-office Money Order or Draft. 
When no time is specified, Subscriptions will begin with 
the current number. 





PUBLISHED BY 
HARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK. 


HOW MANY LINKS IN THE CHAIN? 


eee 

$155 IN CASH CIVEN AWAY! 
Mali your answer with 2c. silver, and you 
will receive free for six months the brightest and 
i ing in the U.S. 
First correct will slso recelve rage $50 In 
cash, 2d, $25, 3d, $15; 4th, $10; Sth, $5; next 50 

| each. iums will be 
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POWDER | 


Absolutely Pure. 


This powder never varies. A marvel of purity, 
strength, and wholesomeness. More economical than 
the ordinary kinds, and cannot be sold in compe- 
tition with the multitude of low-test, short-weight 
alum or phosphate powders, Sold only in cans. 

Royat Baxine Powper Co, 106 Wall St., N.Y. 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 


‘Pustice.—Gosnell v. Darrant On Jan. 28, 





he 4 ais cu Any ha 


restraining Mr. 
John Gosnell & Co.’s 


a Perpetual Injunction with costs 
lds “Darsaat from infri Mesers, 
Trade-Mark em latnging Mest M. 





$200.00 
IN CASH. 


Will be aunesen | b s proprietor of picene | ix 
PRCVED Root B ose that co’ 
ee RESIDENT. HARMISON'S CABINET ac. 
cording to the following conditions; 


To Se am: sending the first correct 


$25.00 
To ‘the "4 rsons next sending oo correct 
the 8 be 6 $10.00 a $50.00 


To Se > _— “next “96.06 cach, $50.00 


To ‘the “7 I Trsons next — 
CY, : Stach, $75.00 


$200.00 
Should no person give the correct names the one 
ving the nearest will re ogee the first Prize. Should 
= 0 OF more persons § give the correct names then the 
one first received will get “the first — and the 
nest will be entiied e. t second. -- 80 = oe And 
every person sen an answer, 
oF incorrest t, a Patent Erasable Memorandum 
Tablet and a Beantiful’ Picture Card will be sent 
wal 





tn i 
T “~~ anne and address of each cofapetitor is to be 
ueiniy writsen i hes allotted fo: ox, the came on 
card, Ww! nied 
Sent stamps. All — Smust be received before 
February 25th and sent to 


CHARLES E. HIRES, 117-119 Arch St., Philad’a, Pa. 
erin will be awarded_immediatety aftéf the 
ol 


Cut this out as t¢ will not appear again tn this paper. 


HARRISON’S CABINET. 


Secretary Of State... .cececessssoeecderssssedeccsences 
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THE KODAK CAMERA — 


makes a beautiful Holiday 
Present. Anybody can 
use it, and One Hundred 
instantaneous pictures 
may be made without 
reloading. The operation 
consists simply of prese- 
ing a button. 

h y Send for descriptive cir- 
Price, $25.00. culars. 
THE EASTMAN DRY PLATE AND FILM CO., 


Rochester, N. Y 





MADE WITH BOILING WATER. 


ErPs's 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA 


MADE WITH BOILING MILK. 


MAGIC pee cee vs 
LANTERNS ee Ry ea A 


man wie small capital. Best at ap dE 


Gro. H. "PIERCE, 136 136 Hin ree gd OB cal ia, Pa. 





LINEN 


COLLARS § 





CUFFS 


The finest Meat-Flavoring Stock. 
USE IT FOR SOUPS, 
Beef Tea,Sauces,and Made Dishes. 





EXTRACT of MEAT 


N. B.—Genuine only with fac-simile of 
Baron Liebig’s signature in BLUE INK 
across label. 

Sold by Storekeepers, Grocers, and Druggists. 

LIEBIG’S EXTRACT OF MEAT CO., L't’d, London. 

















Thoroughly Made, Practical, Practical, Rapid, Business. 
Fy le Case Ye 00 ; Double Case, writes 72 charac- 
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HE saying that ours is not a cathedral-building age is 80 ob- 
T viously true and so familiar that the proposal to erect in New 
York the most important religious monument on this side of 
the Atlantic strikes many and perhaps most cultivated persons wits 
a sense of incongruity. It is so especially true that this is not a 
cathedral-building country that an American cathedral seems a 
violation of the unities in place not less than in time—an anatopism 
as well as an anachronism. It is a reflection calculated to give 
us pause that even while we are considering what should be the 
character of an American cathedral in the city of New York, the 
Assembly of the State, being in possession of what was acclaimed 
at the time of its opening as “the most monumental interior in 
this country,” should have decided to demolish rather than to 
restore its most monumental feature, and should be hopelessly vul- 
garizing it by substituting for its stone-work a system of iron posts 
veneered with wood and of beams enclosing panels of papier-maché, 

without eliciting any general or effective protest. : 

The very marked increase of interest in the art of architecture 
in this country within the last fifteen years has been accompanied 
by a corresponding advance in the practice of that art, but it has 
scarcely as yet produced any manifestations that can be called 
monumental. Our monuments, like those of the Romans, are the 
works of engineers and not of architects. In fact the dispropor- 
tion in magnitude and in interest between the Roman baths and 
aqueducts and the Roman temples is exaggerated in the relation 
between our works of utility and our works of art. Our engineers 
stand ready to span wider openings and to rear loftier structures 
than were ever bridged or raised before, provided anybody can be 
convinced that these unprecedented operations will “pay.” The 
result of their labors, on the esthetic side, is fairly summed up in’ 
the remark of a recent European visitor that public works in 
America are executed without reference to art. The towers of 
the Brooklyn Bridge, in outlasting, as they bid fair to do, all con- 
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L. Stevenson, considering the apse of Noyon, observes: “I could 
never fathom how any man dares to lift up his voice in a cathe- 
dral. What has he to say that will not be an anticlimax? For 
though I have heard a considerable variety of sermons, I never yet 
ni one that was so expressive as a cathedral. "Tis the best 
preacher itself, and preaches day and night, not only telling you 
of man’s art and aspirations in the past, but convicting your own 
soul of ardent sympathies.” At all events, a is much 
more and other than a place to preach in. If that alone were its 
purpose, it would be best fulfilled by an enclosed and unobstructed 
space extending to the limits of the carrying power of the human 
voice. But such an ereetion would resemble a medieval cathedral 
much less than it would resemble a modern rink. 

In truth the justification of a modern and Protestant cathedral 
is not to be looked for in its “usefulness.” The altar and not 
the pulpit is the centre and culmination of its interior design, as 
it can scarcely be said to be the centre of “co tional wor- 
ship.” The old cathedrals are most admirably adapted to be the 
theatres of ecclesiastical processions and pageants, and although 
the Episcopal Church has a more highly developed ritual than any 
other Protestant body, it does not provide for these on a cathedral 
scale. The Church of England cannot be said really to employ 
the minsters it has inherited. An eminent architect, who was not 
only an Englishman, but an “ Anglo-Catholic,” was compelled to 
describe an ancient cathedral in its modern English use as merely 
“a museum of antiquities, with a free sacred concert on Sunday.” 
Even among Catholic countries Spain is almost, if not quite, alone 
in fully using her mediwval cathedrals as modern churches of the 
people, instead of secluding them as “ historical monuments” from 
the ordinary life of the nation. In a country in which the arts of 
reading and writing have been acquired by but a small fraction of 
the people, the saying of Victor Hugo cannot have come true. The 
book has not destroyed the church, and the invention of printing 
has not affected either the spirit or the form.of devotion. The 


SUPPLEMENT. 


CATHEDRAL, 


an emphatic rejection in a building erected to the glory of God of 
“the nicely calculated less or more” that is suitable and inevitable 
to buildings erected primarily for the use of man, 


IL 

Mr. Richardson’s design for the Cathedral of All-Saints at Al- 
bany is herewith so fully illustrated as to enable the architect to 
estimate the effect the interior would have had in execution, and 
the untrained reader to form an impression of the exterior effect, 
which, however incomplete, can scarcely be misleading. . The 
design is perhaps the most suggestive contribution that has thus far 
been made to the solution of the architectural problem of a modern 
cathedral which the diocese of New York has undertaken. At all 
events, the influence of it is more likely to be traced in the designs 
for that work than the influence of any building actually erected 
on this side of the ocean. In part this is due to the its of the 
design itself; in part to the immense vigor and large | ea eange 
ness of the executed works of its author—qualities that have so 
impressed themselves upon the younger generation of American 
architects that there is scarcely a contemporary work of impor- 

tance that does not betray his influence, and that the 
Romanesque, in which his personal power of design was manifest- 
ed, may already be said almost to have become the style of the 
country. It must be manifest, however, that it would be an 
injustice te Mr. Richardson's memory to take his design for the 
Albany Cathedral as his contribution to the civic—one may almost 
say the national—problem of the present. For this design was 
prepared under rigid limitations of space and of cost, and though 
its rejection is said to have been due to its excess of these latter, 
it is by no means what its author would have devised for a project 
in which there is no limitation. The Cathedral of All-Saints was 
to be rather a parish church of unusual dimensions than a cathe- 
dral, and the dimensions were still so restricted and “ seating ca- 
pacity” still so important that the accommodation of the congre- 
gation became a main object rather than an 
incident of the plan from which the structure 











4 


| 





* 


ah ae cate oad i 
| ¥ a ; ee | 


lee MA YIN | INNA 
Wale PAs ah? La 





: proceeds. 
ay Without reference to its scale, the design 

for the Cathedral of Albany confesses the lim- 
itations that have been relaxed for the Ca- 
thedral of New York, and that render it un- 
available as a direct model. These appear 
mainly in the interior, but, as we shall present- 
ly see, they affect the exterior design as well. 
As it was in the beginnings of the art of build- 
ing, so now stone remains the material of 
monumental structures. In durability it is 
rivalled, if it be rivalled, by metal alone, and 
such experiments as the fléche of Rouen and 
the tower of Paris have not yet convinced man- 
kind of the possibility of a monumental metal- 
lic architecture." Timber remains the most ac- 
ceptable substitute, but timber in a cathedral is 
plainly a substitute, and monumental architec- 
ture admits no substitutes in the structure of a 
great building. A stone ceiling must be re- 
garded as an indispensable req of.a true 
eathedral ; and although very impressive and 
noble cathedrals still exhibit wooden ceilings, 
they so far come short of fulfilling the idea of 
a cathedral, and the antiquarians are pretty: 
well agreed that the purpose of the builders: 
‘was to make their ceilings as durable as their: 
walls, and that they failed to carry out their: 
purpose either through lack of means or- 
through doubt of their own ability to construct: 
stone or. Considering the elaborate ex-- 

tions vf construction in the true timber 
roofs of the English Gothic, the boarded ceil- 
ings of Ely and Peterborough were plainly: 
makeshifts, and equally a makeshift would be 
the wooden ceiling, of trefoil section, hung to 
the timbers of the reof and. concealing its 
construction, which Mr. Richardson designed 
for the Albany Cathedral. 

* Wecome here, rather unexpectedly, the 
question of “style.” If a vaulted ceiling be 
so eminently desirable in a purely monumental 
building as to amount to an architectural ne- 
cessity, it is equally clear that the groined 
vault, that is to say the vault formed by the 
intersection of two or more vaults, is necessary 
to the complete development of the vaulting 
system, and for this the Romance architecture 
in which Mr. Richardson preferred to work, 
and which in a general way may be called the 
style of his design for ‘Alban does not pro- 
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temporaneous erections, will bear permanent witness to this 
truth. 

But, as Bishop Potter pointed out in the admirable letter in 
which he promulgated the project of an American cathedral, this 
very prevalence and predominance of the utilitarian spirit makes 
it most desirable that there should be a conspicuous counteraction 
and an impressive reminder in a great commercial city that there 
are other than commercial interests and other than physical needs. 
A “metropolitan” church, in the modern sense of the adjective, 
dominating the more prosaic erections of a city, as a cathedral 
must do if reared upon the noble site secured for the Cathedral of 
New York, is the conversion into a beacon of Mr. Ruskin’s “lamp 
of sacrifice.” It belongs to its function that it could not by any 
conceivable possibility “ pay,” and that it should be, first of all, a 
religious monument. There is some danger that this may be for- 
gotten, for in the design of ordinary churches, in which the archi- 
tects who have been working at the problem presented by the 
cathedral are commonly exercised, they feel at every turn the 
pressure of the utilitarian spirit. They are required to “accom- 
modate” a congregation, in most cases at a minimum of cost, so 
that the preacher may be well seen and heard of all. The muses 
of acoustics, ventilation, and sanitary plumbing preside over their 
labors, necessarily to the greater or less detriment of architecture. 
The features that give dignity to the minsters of the Middle Ages 
are apt to be obstructive of the comfort of the congregation. If 
a cathedral were to be merely or mainly a huge auditorium, nearly 
all the traditions of ecclesiastical architecture would have to be 
sacrificed. Doubtless in a true cathedral of such dimensions as 
those contemplated for the Cathedral of New York an ample space 
for preaching must accrue. But a building in which this space is 
the object of the desig’ can scareely become a cathedral. Mr. R. 


dramatic and spectacular instinct so strong among the Southern 


nations, and among the English-speaking peoples perhaps weaker: 


than anywhere else, has found natural vent, in a country in which 
the type of religion lias remained medieval, in those gorgeous 
ceremonials, addressed to the imagination and not to the intellect, 
which really require and employ the stage and the scenery of a 
medieval ca’ Not York or Salisbury, not Cologne or Stras- 
burg, not Rheims or Amiens, hardly Milan or St. Peter’s itself, 
so fully shows to our generation the popular need which the me- 
diéeval minsters were meant to answer as it is shown to travellers 
on one of the great feasts of the Church in Toledo or Seville. The 
tardy completion of Cologne under the auspices of a Protestant 
emperor, and by the contributions of Protestant Germany, not as 
any longer the temple of the national faith, but as an architectural 
monument of which the German people have reason to be proud, 
and the completion of which is a monument also of the union of 
Germany, more fitly represents the modern attitude of mind re- 
specting cathedrals. 

An American Protestant church as long as Cologne (and such is 
the dimension proposed for the Cathedral of New York) is obviously 
far beyond the limits of a convenient auditorium, and beyond the 
ritual requirements of the Episcopal Church. In such a structure 
the space occupied by the largest congregation that can be assem- 
bled within the sound of a single voice is but a fragment, and such 
a congregation itself but an incident, to be recognized and provided 
for, indeed, but by no means to be allowed to become the chief 
object of design. But the aim of these remarks has been to show 
that it is by its success as an architectural monument that the 
cathedral must be justified, if it is to be justified at all. In this 
point of view the very excess, which in any utilitarian point of 
view is wasteful, b an element of impressiveness as being 





vide. The churches of the sbowe Roman- 
’ esque were vaulted, but with a con' tun- 

nel vault, supported equally at all points, and 
demanding an enormous thickness of wall 
pierced by few and small openings to withstand the lateral thrust 
of the arch. The introduction of groined vaults involved a 
concentration of the supports and of the counterforts, that.is to 
say a series of buttresses in place of a continuous wall. The 
piers of the nave and the exterior buttresses, connected by fly- 
ing buttresses with the vaults the thrust of which they wi 
stood, then constituted the framework of the building, and the 
wall between the buttresses became & mere screen, as finally it 
did become an avowed screen of painted glass. The history of 
this development of the vault is the history of the transition from 
Romanesque to Gothic architecture. The medisval architects car- 
ried this development to its extreme, leaving at last, as in the Sainte 
Chapelle, no wall at all, and their work has been described as an 
attempt to “etherealize matter.” It may very well be doubted 
whether the architect of a modern cathedral should not stop short 
of the result they reached, and strive for a simpler and more 
robust treatment than theirs—in other words, for a treatment more 
Romanesque. But if.we assume that the cathedral shall be ceiled 
in material as durable and monumental as that of its walls, we can- 
not reject the labors of the generations of artistic builders who 
concerned themselves with that problem, and attained so brilliant 
a solution of it. To take the instance before us, the clere-story of 
the nave and of the choir is in effect a continuous arcade of nar- 
row pointed lancets, It needs a second glance to note that they 
are grouped in pairs, and that the piers between the pairs are slight» 
ly broader than the piers dividing the openings of each pair. 
slight increase in mass quite suifices to account in the interior for 
the principal roof timber which rests upon it, and, with the vault- 
ing-shaft, to continue upward the line of the nave pier. But if the 
flying buttress necessary to transfer the thrust of the vault were 
built at this point, the arcade of the exterior would be effectually 
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interrupted, and the space between the buttresses set aff into a 
i the wall of the aisle below, which does, in fact, 
represent @ vault. in On one 8 Oe eet eee 

of the pair of lancets, further. empha- 
sizing the division into bays, and the side of the nave would at 
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ral. In the choir a like result would fol- 


resemblance than it now bears to the ° 
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is. demanded. There are very noble examples of 
Ited architecture in the Romanesque period—ex- 


makes the of a true cathedral, and that 
tury, after a series of tentative riments embodied 
rag very Romanesque buildings. It is by no 
for an architect to revert to these 

ts because he does not sympathize with the 

e of strained intensity and “otherworldli- 
ness” which the Gothic architects attained, and prefers 
the more. robust, more massive, more mundane aspect 
of the Romanesque monuments that preceded the 
great cathedrals, The modelling of these cathedrals 
is carried so far that nothing is left unmodelled; there 
are no longer any surfaces; the whole structure is 
anatomized; and the modern architect, even while he 
stands astonished at ‘e result of this unsparing analy- 
sis, may yet say, “It were to consider too curiously to 
consider 80,” But it is not by refusing the aid these 
wonderful structures offer him that he can advance 
upon or equal them, The development of a cathedral 
requires, indeed, a system of piers and vaults and 
flying arches and° weighted buttresses. But these 
need not be the same features in modelling, in detail, 
or in expression that we know in historical examples. 
Instances are not wanting to show that they may be. 
massed with the stalwart simplicity of the Roman- 
esque builders as well as drawh into the complex 
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without at all marring 
Nay, the church owes the 
noblest features to works that did not exist until the 
period classified as Romanesque had closed. A mod- 
ern architect forfeits his birthright who does not use 
all that the past has. to offer him of help; and his 
ity is impeached only if he does not overrule 
to his own purposes what he adopts, if le copies in- 
stead of using. The west front of Albany, for example, 
is the west front of Notre Dame of Paris, with differ- 
ences, as marked as the resemblances, which convert 
it into a new creation. he three entrances, burrowed 
through the thickness of the wall and not projected 
from the face, are repeated, but with a strong and 
decorated belt course at their springing. The buttress- 
es bringing down the line of the towers at Paris, and 
dividing the front into three, are omitted, and a bal- 
ustrade in relief takes the place of the line of statues. 
The flanking towers thus rise from a continuous base, 
and a tall mock-arcade marks their lines in the next 
and emphasizes the flanking wall, which in the 
val example is pierced with a double arch on 
each side of the rose-window, and the central wall is 
recessed to serve the same —— of detaching 
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of the belfry double in Notre Dame, are here grouped in 
threes. Besert tee buttresses, every feature of the o} mes baa 
its counterpart, but by the emphasis given to the horizontal lines, 


and the‘diminiution of the vertical lines, in one instance amountin 
to an effacement, the whole aspect of the facade is transformed. 


This 
architect may a his inheritance. Another, not less admirable, 
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characteristic feature of the “triple northern ‘porch” of 


was attained for the first time in the thirteenth cen- © 





ly ornate Gothic, and it is here translated back 
ue, as all the structural‘ features of a 
fully developed cathedral might be. 
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But it is not in its details nor in its features, fine as many of 
these are, that Mr. Richardson's design for Albany offers the most 
inspiring s' tions.and the safest model, It is in the sense that 
pervades it of the all-importance of the relation of its masses, and 
in the mastery it shows of architectural composition. It was long 
ago noted as a mark of an artistic work of architecture that it 
“ pyramidizes,” and this implies a single culminating feature to 
which the parts converge and rise. In the work which first fixed 
Mr. Richardson’s rank among American architects—Trinity Church 
in Boston—the most striking merit of the design is the manrer in 
which the parts are subordinated to the noble and massive central 
tower. In his design for Albany the same subordination is carried 
through.more gradations, and it is both more subtle and more suc- 
cessful. The outer aisles of the nave are secluded altogether from 
the interior, and set off in the “ cloisters” or loggias that are among 
the most effective features of the building, and arnong tiie happiest 
suggestions its designer derived from the study of Spanish archi- 
tecture. The roofs of these recede to the walls of the aisle proper, 
the roofs of which are conspicuous, so that the clere-story is seen 
above a succession of terraces. At the east end the circle of chapels 
and the aisle roofs and the sharp slope of the main roof rise in re- 
ceding masses that converge toward the great central tower, which 
from the side broadens down upon the flanking towers of the tran- 
sept. The relation betwcen the western and the central towers is 


' far happier than in the earlier example, and the central tower itself 


shows as great an advatice upon the tower of Trinity as does that 
upon the tower of Salamanca, from which the suggestion of it was 
derived. But the western front is perhaps the most brilliantly suc- 
cessful illustration of its author’s power. We have seen that Mr, 
Richardson refused the aid of the buttresses, which with their 
successive offsets narrow the fronts of Gottiic cathedrals as they 
rise, but he replaced them with a series of devices that answer 
the same purpose quite as effectively. The flanking towers are 
themselves flanked at the base by low polygonal hooded structures 
that are succeeded by attached turrets reaching to the belfry 

The roofs of the western towers themselves next con- 
verge toward the looming bulk of the central feature to which they 
serve as pinnacles. Surely in all the “ misty masses of multitudi- 
nous pinnacle anc diademed tower” that the Middle Ages have 
bequeathed to us there are few that in nobleness and dignity sur- 
pass the effect that is promised by Mr. Richardson’s design for 
the west front of Albany, and in modern work where shall we 
look for a parallel ? 

This very central tower may serve as a reminder of the point in 
which @ modern cathedral may mark an architectural advance 
upon the medizeval art which, in most respects, its builders may be 
well content if they can cqual. For the culminating feature of the 
exterior should be the culminating feature of the interior also, 
and it was this need that the medizval architects left unanswered, 
They recognized it, and in the cimborio of the Spanish cathedral, 
and in such experiments as the octagon of Ely, they made the 
beginnings of an answer, but these are no more to be accepted as 
complete than the Romanesque system of vaulting which the Gothic 
architects developed to its perfection. The féche of a French 


@athedral em rather than supplies the need of such a cul- 
mination. central towers of such English cathedrals as pos- 
sess them are purely exterior crnements, as unrelated to the body 


of the church as ita western towers. In Mr. Richardson’s design 
the tall and narrow dome at the crossing would not be appre- 
hensible as a cro feature, except from a point of view almost 
directly beneath it, w its. external form does not intimate its 
interior function. It was a true feeling that led the architects 
of the Italian Renaissance to embrace the aisies as well as the 
nave under the central dome, though they clothed their construc- 
tion-in untrue-forms, To develop true forms for it is the one 
advance upon past ecclesiastical architecture which seems to he 
— and to develop these may be said to be the central prob- 
em of design in an American cathedral. 

Monrtaomery Scuvyier. 
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